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CiESAR AND CLEOPATRA 


ACT I 

Jn October night on the Syrian border of Egy^t towards 
the end of the XXXI 11 Dynasty^ in the year 706 by Roman 
eomfutationy afterwardc reckoned by Christian computation as 
48 B.C. A great radiance of silver fre, the dawn of a moonlit 
nighty is rising in the east. The stars and the cloudless sky are 
our own eontemporariesy nineteen and a half centuries younger 
than we know them; but you would not guess that from their 
appearance. Below them art two notable drawbacks of ewilixa -- ' 
tion: a palace^ and soldiers. The palacty an old^ low^ Syrian 
building of whitened mudy is not so ugly as Buckingham talace ; 
and the officers in the courtyard are more highly civilizjcd than 
modern English officers: for exampUy they do not dig up the 
corpses of their dead enemies and mutilate themy as we dug up 
Cromwell and the Mahdi. They are in two groups : one intent 
on the gambling of their captain Belzusnory a warrior of fifty, 
whoy with his spear on the ground beside his knee, is stooping to 
throw dice with a slf -looking young Persian recruit ; the other 
gathered about a guardsman who has just finished telling a 
naughty story (still current in English barracks) at which they 
ere laughing uproariously. They are about a dozen in number, 
ell highly aristocratic young Egyptian guardsmen, handsomely 
tguipped with weapons and armer, very un English in point oj 
not being ashamed of and uncomfortable in their professional 
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irea; 9 n the C9ntrarj^ rather estentatieusly and arregantly 
warlike^ as valuing themselves 9n their military easte, 

Belzaner is a typical veteran^ tough and wilful; prompt^ 
capable and crafty where brute force will serve ; helpless and 
boyish wren it will not: an effective sergeant^ an incompetent 
general^ a deplorjsble dictator. IVould, if influentially connected, 
be employed tn the two last capacities by a modern European 
State on the strength of his success in the first. Is rather to be 
pitied just now in vtete of the fact that fuhus C^sar is invad~ 
ing his country. Not knowing this, is intent on his game with 
the Persian, whom, as a foreigner, he considers quite capable 
of chseating him. 

His subalterns are mostly handsome young fellows whose 
interest in the game and the story symbolize with tolerable eom- 
pleteness the main interests in life of which they are conscious. 
Their spears are leaning against the walls, or lying on the ground 
ready to their hands. The corner of the courtyard forms a tri- 
angle of which one side is the front of the palace, with a doorway, 
the other a wall with a gateway. The storytellers are on the 
palace side: the gamblers, on the gateway side. Close to the 
gateway, against the wall, is a stone block high enough to enable 
a Nubian sentinel, standing on it, to look over the wall. The 
yard is lighted by a torch stuck in the wall. As the laughter 
from the group round the storyteller dies away, the kneeling 
Persian, winning the throw, snatches up the stake from the 
ground. 

BELZANOR, By Apil, Persian, thy gods arc good to thee. 

THB PERSIAN. Try yet again, C captain. Double or 

quits ! 

BBLZANOR. No inorc. I am not in tne vein. 

THE SENTINEL [poistng his javclin as he peers over the tvaiV] 

Stand. Who goes there ? 

They all start, listening. A strange voice repliCi from wsth 

out. 

toicb. The bearer of evil tidings. 

QSLZANoa {calling to the sentry} Pass bin. 



Act 1 Cssar and Cleopatra 93 

TRi lENiiNBL tfnundhf Ms jatuSn] Drtw near, O bearer 
of evil ddingt. 

BSLZANOR [ftchtiMg tM iut oud puMug uf Ms sgiar] Let 
» receive thii man with honor. He bean evil tidings. 

The guardsmen seixt tbtir spears and gather about the gate^ 
having a way through fer the new remer, 

PERSIAN [rising from his knee'\ Arc evil tidings, then, so 
honorable ? 

BELZANOR. O barbaroQS Persian, hear my instruction. 
In Egypt the bearer of good tidings is sacrihccd to the gods 
as a thank offering; but no god will accept the blood of the 
messenger of evil. When we have go^ tidings, we are 
careful to send them in the mouth the cheapest slave 
we can find. Evil tidings are borne by young noblemen 
who desire to bring themselves into notice. [They join the 
rest at the gate.] 

THE SENTINEL. Pass, O young captain ; and bow the head 
in the House of the Queen. 

VOICE. Go anoint thy javelin with fzt of swine, O 
Blackamoor ; for before morning the Romans will make thee 
eat it to the very butt. 

The owner of the voieoy a fairhaired dandy^ dressed in a 
different fashion from that affected by the guardsmen^ hut no less 
extravagantly^ comes through the gateway laughing. He is 
somewhat hattlestained ; and his left forearm^ bandaged^ comes 
through a torn sleeve. In his right hand he carries a Roman 
sword in its sheath. He swaggers down the courtyard^ the Per- 
sian on his rights Belzanor on his lefty and the guardsmen 
crowding down behind him. 

BELZANOR. Who ETt thou that laughest in the House of 
Cleopatra the Queen, and in the teeth of Belzanor, the 
captain of her guard ? 

TRI NEW COMER. I am Bel Affns, descended from the 
gods. ^ 

BELZANOR [ceremoniouslf] Hail, cousin ! 

ALL [except the Persian] Hail, cousin f 

PERSIAN. All the Queen’s guards are descended from the 
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gods, O stranger, save myself. I am Persian, and descended 
from many Stings. 

BEL APFRis [fff the guarJsmen'l Hail, cousins ! [TV the 
Persian, eendesceniingly\ Hail, mortal ! 

BELZANOR. You havc been in battle, Bel Affris ; and you 
arc a soldier among soldiers. You will not let the Queen’s 
women havc the first of your tidings. 

BEL AFFRIS. I havc no tidings, except that we shall havc 
our throats cut presently, women, soldiers, and all. 

PERSIAN [to Belzanor] I told you so. 

THE SENTINEL [tuho has been listening^ Woe, alas! 

BEL AFFRIS [calling to him\ Peace, peace, poor Ethiop: 
destiny is with the gods who painted thee black. [TV Bel- 
vzanor^ What has this mortal [indicating the Persian'] told 

70U? 

BELZANOR. Hc says that the Roman Julius Cssar, who 
has landed on our shores with a handful of followers, will 
make himself master of Egypt. Hc is afraid of the Roman 

soldiers. [The guardsmtn laugh with boisterous scorn]. Peas- 
ants, brought up to scare crows and follow the plough ! Sons 
of smiths and millers and tanners! And wc nobles, conse- 
crated to arms, descended from the gods! 

PERSIAN. Belzanor: the gods are not always good to 

their poor relations. 

BELZANOR [hotlj, to the Persian] Man to man, arc wc 

worse than the slaves of Caesar ? 

BEL AFFRIS [stepping between them] Listen, cousin. Man 
to man, wc Egyptians arc as gods above the Romans. 

THE GUARDSMEN [rjrtf/V/.'r-'/y] Aha! 

BEL AFFRIS. But this CxsAT docs oot pit man against 
man : hc throws a legion at you where you are weakest as 
hc throws a stone from a catapult; and that legion is as a 
man with one head, a thousand arms, and no religion. I 
have fought against them; and I know. 

BELZANOR [derisively] Were you frightened, cousin? 

The guardsmen roar with lauglte-, their eyes sparkling at 

the wit of their captain. 
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■BL AFTRit. No, cousin : but I was beaten. They were 
frightened (perhaps) ; but they scattered us like chaff. 

Tii guardsmen, much damped, utter a growl of contempt^ 
uous disgust, 

BBLZANoa. Could you not die ? 

•BL AFPRit. No : that was too easy to be worthy of a 
descendant of the gods. Besides, there was no time : all 
was over in a moment. 'The attack came just where we 
least expected it. 

. BELZANOR. That shcws that the Romans are cowards. 

BEL AFPRis. They care nothing about cowardice, these 
Romans : they fight to win. The pride and honor of war 
are nothing to them. 

PERSIAN. Tell us the tale of the battle. What befell } 

THE GUARDSMEN {gathering eagerly round Bel Affris"] Ay; 
the tale of the battle. 

BEL AFFRis. Know then, that I am a novice in the guard 
of the temple of Ra in Memphis, serving neither Cleopatra 
nor her brother Ptolemy, but only the high gods. We 
went a journey to inquire of Ptolemy why he had driven 
Cleopatra into Syria, and how we of Egypt should deal 
with the Roman Pompey, newly come to our shores after 
his defeat by Cxsar at Pharsalia. What, think ye, did we 
learn? Even that Caesar is coming also in hot pursuit of 
his foe, and that Ptolemy has slain Pompey, whose severed 
head he holds in readiness to present to the conqueror. 
[^Sensation among the guarismen\ Nay, more : we found 
that Cxsar is already come ; for wc had not made half a 
^ day’s journey on our way back when wc came upon a city 
rabble flying from his legions, whose landing they had gone 
out to withstand. 

BELZANOR. And ye, the temple guard ! did ye not with- 
stand these legions? 

BEL AFFRIS. What man could, that wc did. But thertf 
came the sound of a trumpet whose voice w’as as the curs- 
ing of a black mountain. Then saw wc a moving wall of 
shields coming towards us. You know how the heart burns 
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when you charge a fortified wall ; but how if the fortified 
wall were to charge you ? 

THE PERSIAN [exulting in having told them jol Did I not 
say It r 

BEL AFERIS. When the wall came nigh, it changed into 
a line of men— common fellows enough, with helmet% 
leather tunics, and breastplates. Every man of them Bung 

shield as through a papyrus_lo there! [S, f,i„,s tc tl 

iZiTTl gone through my 

neck had I not stooped. They were charging at the double 

then, and were upon us with short swords almost as soon 

as their javelins. When a man is close to you with such a 

tTO°long°'^ weapons : they are all 

THE PERSIAN. What did you do? 

*"d smote ray Roman on 
the sharpness of his jaw. He was but mortal after all • he 

lay down in a stupor; and I took his sword and laid it on. 

tfoS Jit! 

THE PERSIAN. And your men? 

BEL AFFRis. Fled. Scattered like sheep. 

belzanor The cowardly slaves! Leaving the 

descendants of the gods to be butchered ' ^ 

The descendant, of the 
gods did not stay to be butchered, cousin. The battle was 

not to the strong; but the race was to the swift. The 
Romans, who have no chariots, sent a cloud of horsemen 
in pursuit and slew multitudes. Then our high priest’s 
utm* di/fi ^ * dozen descendant, of the gods and exhorted 

than f it is safer to stand 

than to lose my breath and be stabbed in the back • so I 

joined our captain and stood. Then the Romans treated 

us with respect; for no man attacks a lion when the field 
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is full of sheep, except for the pride and honor of war, o# 
which these Romans know nothing. So we escaped with 
our lives; and I am come to warn you that you must open 
your gatM to Czsar ; for his advance guard is scarce an 
hour behind me ; and not an Egyptian warrior is left stand- 
ing between you and his legions. 

THi siNTiNBL. Woc, aUs ! \^Ht throws down hii javelin 
and fliis into the palace 1] 

BELZANoa. Nail him to the door, quick ! [The guardsmen 
rush for him with their spears: but he is too quick for them\ 

Now this news will run through the palace like fire through 
stubble. 

BEL AFPRI5. What shall we do to save the women from 

the Romans? 


BELZANoa. Why not kill them ? 

PERSIAN. Because we should have to pay blood money 

for some of them. Better let the Romans kill them : it is 
cheaper. 

BELZANOR [awestruck at his brain power] O subtle one^ 
O serpent ! 

BEL APFRIS. But your Quccn ? 

BELZANOR. True : we must carry off Cleopatra. 

BEL AFFRis. Will yc not await her command? 

BELZANOR. Command! a girl of sixteen! Not we. At 
Memphis ye deem her a Queen : here we know better. I 
will take her on the crupper of my horse. When we sol- 
diers have carried her out of Caesar’s reach, then the priests 
and the nurses and the rest of them can pretend she is a 
queen again, and put their commands into her mouth, 

PERSIAN. Listen to me, Bclzanor. 

BELZANOR. Speak, O subtle beyond thy years. 

THE PERSIAN. Clcopatra’s brother Ptolemy is at war with 
her. Let us sell her to him. 

THE GUARDSMEN. O subtlc onc ! O scrpcnt ! 

BELZANOR. We darc not, Wc arc descended from the 
gods ; but Cleopatra is descended from the river Nile ; and 
the lands of our fathers will grow no grain if the Nile rises 
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not to water them. Without our father’s gifts we should 
live the lives of dogs. 

PERSIAN. It is true : the Queen’s guard cannot live on 
its pay. But hear me further, O ye kinsmen of Osiris. 

THE GUARDSMEN, Spcak, O subtle one. Hear the serpent 
begotten \ 

PERSIAN. Have I heretofore spoken truly to you of 
CeBsar, when you thought I mocked you ? 

GUARDSMEN. Truly, truly. 

BELZANOR \reluctantlj admitting //] So Bel Affris says. 

PERSIAN. Hear more of him, then. This Caesar is a 
great lover of women : he makes them his friends and 


counsellors. 

BELZANOR. Faugh ! This rule of women will be the 


ruin of Egypt. 

THE PERSIAN. Let it rather be the ruin of Rome ! Caesar 
grows old now : he is past fifty and full of labors and battles. 
He IS too old for the young women ; and the old women 
are too wise to worship him. 

BEL AFFRIS. Take heed, Persian Caesar is by this time 
almost within earshot. 

PERSIAN. Cleopatra is not yet a woman : neither is she 
wise. But she already troubles men’s wisdom. 

BELZANOR. Ay : that is because she is descended from 
the river Nile and a black kitten of the sacred White Cat. 
What then 


PERSIAN, Why, sell her secretly to Ptolemy, and then 
offer ourselves to Cassar as volunteers to fight for the over- 
throw of her brother and the rescue of our Queen, the 
Great Granddaughter of the Nile, 

THE GUARDSMEN. O SCrpcnt ! 

PERSIAN, He will listen to us if we come with her 
picture in our mouths. He will conquer and kill her 
brother, and reign in Egypt with Cleopatra for his Queen. 
And we shall be her guard. 

GUARDSMEN. O subtleit of all the serpents ! O admira- 
tion ! O wisdom ! 
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■u. AFFRis. He will also have arrived before you have 
done talking, O word spinner. 

BBI 2 ANOR. That is true* [An affrighted uproar in the 
falace interrupts hi/n], Quick : the flight has begun : guard 
the door. [They rush to the door and form a eordon before it 
with their spears, A mob of women-servants and nurses surges 
out. Those in front recoil from the spears^ screaming to those 
behind to keep back. Belzanor^s voice dominates the disturbance 
as be shouts] Back there. In again, unprofitable cattle. 

THB GUARDSUEN. Back, Unprofitable cattle, 

BELZANOR. Scnd US out Ftatatecta, the Queen's chief 
nurse. 


THE WOMEN [calling into the palace] Ftatatecta, Ftatatecta. 
Come, come. Speak to Belzanor. 

A WOMAN. Oh, keep back. You are thrusting me on the 
spearheads. 

A huge grim woman^ her face covered with a network of 
tiny wrinkles^ and her eyes old^ large, and wise ; sinewy handed, ' 
very tall, very strong ; with the mouth of a bloodhound and the 
jaws of a bulldog, appears on the threshold. She is dressed like 
a person of consequence in the palace, and confronts the guards- 
men insolently, 

FTATATEETA. Make Way for the Queen’s chief nurse. 

BELZANOR [with soUmn arrogance] Ftatatecta : I am Bel- 
zanor, the captain of the Queen’s guard, descended from 

the gods. 

'■ FTATATEETA [retorting his arrogance with interest] Bel- 
* zanor : 1 am Ftatatecta, the Queen’s chief nurse ; and your 
j divine ancestors were proud to be painted on the wall in 
|the pyramids of the kings whom my fathers served. 

' The women laugh triumphantly. 

BELZANOR [wUh grim humor] Ftatatecta : daughter of i 
long-tongued, swivel-eyed chameleon, the Romans are at 
hand. [A cry of terror from the women: they would fly but 
for the spears]. Not even the descendants of the gods can 
resist them j for they have each man seven arms, each 
carrying seven spears. The blood in their veins is boiling 
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quicksilver i ind their wives become mothers in three 
hours, and arc slain and eaten the next day. 

shuddtr of horror from the women. Ftatateeta^ despising 
them and scorning the soldiers^ pushes her way through the 
crowd and confronts the spear points undismayed, 

PTATATEETA. Then fly and save yourselves, O cowardly 
sons of the cheap clay gods that are sold to fish porters; 

and leave us to shift for ourselves. 

BELZANOR. Not until you have first done our bidding, O 
terror of manhood. Bring out Cleopatra the Queen to us; 

and then go whither you will. 

FTATATEETA \with a dcrisivc laugh\ Now I know why the 
gods have taken her out of our hands. [The guardsmen start 
and look at one another]. Know, thou foolish soldier, that 
the Queen has been missing since an hour past sundown. 

BELZANOR [furiously] Hag : you have hidden her to sell 
to C<csar or her brother. [He grasps her hy the left wrist, and 
drags her, helped by a few of the guard, to the middle of the 
courtyard, where, as they fing her on her knees, he draws a 
murderous looking knife]. Where is she? Where is she? or 
— [he threatens to cut her throat], 

FTATATEETA [savagcly] Touch me, dog; and the Nile 
will not rise on your fields for seven times seven years of 
famine. 

BELZANOR [frightened, but desperate] I will sacrifice : 1 
will pay. Or stay. [To the Persian] You, O subtle one: 
your father’s lands lie far from the Nile. Slay her. 

PERSIAN [threatening her with his knife] Persia has but 
one god ; yet he loves the blood of old women. Where is 
Cleopatra ? 

FTATATEETA. PcTsian as Osiris lives, I do not know. 
I chid her for bringing evil days upon us by talking to the 
sacred cats of the priests, and carrying them in her arms. 
I told her she would be left alone here when the Romans 
came as a punishment for her disobedience. And now 
•he 18 gone — run away — hidden. I speak the truth. I 
call Osiris to witness — 



Act 1 Caesar and Cleopatra i o i 

THi WOMIN [pr9tistiHg cffid6Mily'\ She speaks the truth, 
Belzanor. 

BiLZANoa. You have frightened the child : she is hiding. 
Search — quick — into the palace — search every corner. 

Tht guards, ltd hy Belzanor, shoulder their tuay into the 
palate through the flying erowd of women, who escape through 
the (ourtyard gate, 

PTATATEBTA [streaming] Sacrilege! Men in the Queen*i 

chambers ! Sa — [her voice dies away as the Persian puts his 
knife to her throat], 

BEL AFFBIS [laying a hand on Ftatateeta's left shoulder] 
Forbear her yet a moment, Persian. [To Ftatateeta, very 
tignifltantly] Mother : your gods are asleep or away hunt- 
ing ; and the sword is at your throat. Bring us to where 
the Queen is hid, and you shall live. 

FTATATEETA [contemptuously] Who shall stay the sword in 
the hand of a fool, if the high gods put it there ? Listen 
to me, ye young men without understanding. Cleopatra 
fears me ; but she fears the Romans more. There is 
but one power greater in her eyes than the wrath of 
Queen’s nurse and the cruelty of Cxsar ; and that 
is the power of the Sphinx that sits in the desert watch- 
ing the way to the sea. What she would have it know, 
she tells into the cars of the sacred cats ; and on her 
birthday she sacrifices to it and decks it with poppies. Go 
ye therefore into the desert and seek Cleopatra in the 
shadow of the Sphinx; and on your heads see to it that 
no harm comes to her. 

BEL APFRis [to tht Persian] May we believe this, O subtle 
one? 

PERSIAN. Which way come the Romans? 

BEL AFFRis. Ovcr the desert, from the sea, by this very 
Sphinx. 

PERSIAN [to Ftatateeta] O mother of guile! O aspic'i 
tongue I You have made up this tale so that we two mav 
go into the desert and perish on the spears of the Romans 
[Lifting hit knife] Taste death 
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FTATATEETA. Not ftom thcc, baby. [She snatchis his ankle 
fr9m under him and Jiies stooping along the palace wall, vanishing 
in the darkness within its precinct. Bel Affris roars with 
laughter as the Persian tumbles. The guardsmen rush out oj 
the palace with Belzanor and a mob of fugitives, mostly carry- 
ing bundles\ 

PER.SIAN. Have you found Cleopatra? 

BELZANOR. She ij goHc. We have searched every corner. 

THE NUBIAN SENTINEL [appearing at the door of the palace^ 
Woe! Alas! Fly, fly ! 

BELZANOR. What IS the matter now ? 

THE NUBIAN SENTINEL. The sacred white cat hat been 
stolen. 

ALL. Woe ! woe ! [General panic. They all fly with cries 
of consternation. The torch is thrown down and extinguished 
in the rush. Darkness, The noise of the fugitives dies away. 
Dead silence. Suspense, Then the blackness and stillness break 
softly into silver mist and strange airs as the windswept harp 
of Memnon plays at the dawning of the moon. It rises full over 
the desert; and a vast horizon comes into relief, broken by a 
huge shape which soon reveals itself in the spreading radiance as 
a Sphinx pedestailed on the sands. The light still clears, until 
the upraised eyes of the image are distinguished looking straight 
forward and upward in infinite fearless vigil, and a mass of 
color between its great paws defines itself as a heap of red poppies 
on which a girl lies motionless, her silken vest heaving gently 
and regularly with the breathing of a dreamless sleeper, and her 
braided hair glittering in a shaft of moonlight like a bird's 
wing, 

Suddenly there comes from afar a vaguely fearful sound (it 
might be the bellow of a Minotaur softened by great distance) 
and Memnon' s music stops. Silence: then a few faint high- 
ringing trumpet notes. Then silence again. Then a man comes 
from the south with stealing steps, ravished by the mystery of the 
night, all wonder, and halts, lost in contemplation, opposite the 
left fl.ank of the Sphinx, whose bosom, with its burden, is hidden 
from him bj its massive shoulder. 
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THE UAN. Hiil, Sphinx: salutation from Julius Cssar! 
1 have wandered in many lands, seeking the lost regiogs 
from which my birth into this world exiled me, and the 
company of creatures such as I myself. I have found 
flocks and pastures, men and cities, but no other Cxsar, no 
air native to me, no man kindred to me, none who can do 
my day's deed, and think my night's thought. In the little 
world yonder. Sphinx, my place is as high as yours in this 
great desert; only I wander, and you sit still; I conquer, 
and you endure ; I work and wonder, you watch and wait ; 
I look up and am dazzled, look down and am darkened, look 

( round and am puzzled, whilst your eyes never turn from 
looking out — out of the world — to the lost region — the 
home from which we have strayed. Sphinx, you and I, 
strangers to the race of men, are no strangers to one another : 
have I not been conscious of you and of this place since 1 
was bom ? Rome is a madman's dream : this is my Reality. 

’ These star^ lamps of yours I have seen from afar in Gaul, 

: in Britain, in Spain, in Thessaly, signalling great secrets to 
; some eternal sentinel below, whose post I never could 
^ find. And here at last is their sentinel — an image of the 
■ constant and immortal part of my life, silent, full of 
I thoughts, alone in the silver desert. Sphinx, Sphinx : I 
*; have climbed mountains at night to hear in the distance 
; the stealthy footfall of the winds that chase your sands in 
j forbidden play — our invisible children, O Sphinx, laughing 
J in whispers. My way hither was the way of destiny; for 
, I am he of whose genius you are the symbol : part brute, 
i part woman, and part god — nothing of man in me at all. 

• Have 1 read your riddle. Sphinx r 

^ THE GIRL \who has fvaktntdy and peeped cautiouily from 
her nest to see who is speaksng\ Old gentleman. 

c^SAR [starting violently^ and clutching his sword"] Im- 
mortal gods ! 

THE GIRL. Old gentleman : doni run away. 

CM%A% [stupefied"] “Old gentleman : dont run away " ! 1 1 
This I to Julius Cssar! 
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THE GIRL \uf‘gently'\ Old gentleman. 

c^SAR. Sphinx ; you presume on your centuries. I am 
younger than you, though your voice is but a girl’s voice 
as yet. 

THE GIRL. Climb up here, quickly ; or the Romans will 
come and eat you. 

c^sAR \running forward past the Sphsno^s shoulder ^ anS 
seeing her'\ A child at its breast ! a divine child! 

THE GIRL. Come up quickly. You must get up at its 
side and creep round. 

c^SAR \ama'Led\ Who are you ? 

THE GIRL. Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt. 

c^SAR. Queen of the Gypsies, you mean. 

CLEOPATRA. You must not be disrespectful to me, or the 
Sphinx will let the Romans eat you. Come up. It is quite 
cosy here. 

c/ESAR [to himself] What a dream ! What a magnificent 
dream I Only let me not wake, and I will conquer ten 
continents to pay for dreaming it out to the end. [He 
climbs to the Sphinx's flank, and presently reappears to her on 
the pedestal, stepping round its right shoulder], 

CLEOPATRA. Take care. That’s right. Now sit down : 
you may have its other paw. [She seats herself comfortably 
on its left paw]. It is very powerful and will protect us; 
but [shivering, and with plaintive loneliness] it would not take 
any notice of me or keep me company. I am glad you have 
come : I was very lonely. Did you happen to sec a white 
cat anywhere ? 

CVESAR [sitting slowly down on the ^ight paw in extreme 
wonderment] Have you lost one? 

CLEOPATRA. Yes I thc sacred white cat; is it not dread- 
ful \ I brought him here to sacrifice him to thc Sphinx ; 
but when we got a little way from the city a black cat 
called him, and he jumped out of my arras and ran away 
to it. Do you think that the black cat can have been my 

grcat-grcat-great-grandmothcr ? 

c^rsar [staring at her] Your gTcat-gTcat-great-grand- 



Act I C®sar and Cleopatra 105 

mother ! Well, why not ? Nothing Would su'rprise me on 
this night of nights. 

CLBOPATRA. 1 think it must have been. My great-grand- 
mother's great-grandmother was a black kitten of the sacred 
white cat ; and the river Nile made her his seventh wife. 
That is why my hair is so wavy. And 1 always want to be 
let do as 1 like, no matter whether it is the will of the gods 
or not : that is because my blood is made vrith Nile water. 

ciESAR. What arc you doing here at this time of night ? 
Do you live here ? 

CLEOPATRA. Of coursc not : I am the Queen ; and I 
shall live in the palace at Alexandria when 1 have killed 
my brother,' who drove me out of it. When 1 am old 
enough I shall do just what I like. I shall be able to poison 
the slaves and see them wriggle, and pretend to Ftatatects 
that she is going to be put into the fiery furnace. 

CASAR. Hm ! Meanwhile why are you not at home and 
in bed ? 

CLEOPATRA. Becausc the Romans are coming to eat us 
all. You are not at home and in bed either. 

cjESAR [ttfit/> cffnvUtion'] Yes I am. 1 live in a tent ; and i 
am now in that tent, fast asleep and dreaming. Do you 
suppose that I believe you are real, you impossible little 
dream witch ? 

CLEOPATRA {z^ggting and leaning trust/ul/y t9wards him\ 
You arc a funny old gentleman. I like you. 

CASAR. Ah, that spoils the dream. Why dont you 
dream that I am young? 

CLEOPATRA. I wish you were ; only I think I should be 
more afraid of you, 1 like men, especially young men with 
round strong arms; but I am afraid of them. You are old 
and rather thin and stringy ; but you have a nice voice ; and 
I like to have somebody to talk to. though I think you arc 
a little mad. It is the moon that makes jrou talk to yourself 
m that^silly way. 

CiBsAa. What ! you heard that, did you? I was saying 
my prayers to the great Sphinx. 
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CLEOPATRA. But this isiu the great Sphini. 
c/ESAR \mu<h disappointed, looking up at the statue] What ! 
CLBOPATR.A. This is only a dear little kitten of a Sphinx. 
Why, the great Sphinx is so big that it has a temple between 
its paws. This is my pet Sphinx. Tell me : do you think 
the Romans have any sorcerers who could take us away 
from the Sphinx by magic? 

c;esar. Why? Are you afraid of the Romans? 
CLEOPATRA [very seriously] Oh, they would eat us if they 
caught us. They arc barbarians. Their chief is called^ 
Julius Caesar, His father was a tiger and his mother aj 
burning mountain ; and his nose is like an elephant’s trunk. 
[Ctrsar involuntarily rubs his nose]. They all have long 
noses, and ivory tusks, and little tails, and seven arras with 
a hundred arrows in each ; and they live on human flesh. 
c^.sAR. Would you like me to shew you a real Roman? 
CLEOPATRA [terrified] No. You are frightening me. 
c.*SAR. No matter : this is only a dream — 

CLEOPATRA [excitfdly] It is not a dream : it is not a 
dream. See, see. [5^/ plucks a pin from her hair and jabs it 
repeatedly into his arm]. 

c^SAR. Ffff — Stop. [IVrathfully] How dare you ? 
CLEOPATRA [abashed] You said you were dreaming. 
[IVhimpering] I only wanted to shew you — 

Qii.^h^{^ently] Come, come : dont cry. A queen mustnt 
cry. [He rubs his arm^ wondering at the reality of the smart]. 
Ami awake ? [/// strikes his hand against the Sphinx to test 
its solidity. It feels so real that he begins to be alarmed, and 
savs perplexedly] Yes, I — [quite panicstricken] no : impos- 
sible: madness, madness! [Desperately] Back to camp — 
to camp [He rises to spring down from the pedestal], 

CLBOPATRA [fiinging her arms in terror round him] No: 
you shant leave me. No, no, no: dont go. Tiq afraid — 
afraid of the Romans. 

CJESAR [as the conviction that he is really awake for as 
itself on him] Cleopatra: can you sec ray face well? 
cLaoPATRA. Yes It is so white in the moonlight. 
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CAiAR. Are fOtt aure it ia the moonlight that makes me 
look whiter th»n^ an Egyptian? [Gnw/f] Do you notice 
that I have a rather long nose? 

CLaopA-niA \r*<oiHngypAraly%tibyattrribU susf UUn\ Oh 1 

cssAK. It is a Roman nose, Cleopatra. 

CLIOFATRA. Ah! \Witht piircing scream she springs up; 
darts round the left sheulder if the Sphinx; scrambles down 
te the sands end falls $n her knees in frantic suppUcathn, 
shrieking"] Bite him in two, Sphinx : bite him in two. I 
meant to sacrifice the white cat — I did indeed — I [C^sar, 
who has slipped down from the pedestal^ touches her on the 
shoulder] Ah ! [She buries her head in her arms], 

CiBSAR. Cleopatra: shall I teach you a way to prevent 
Caesar from eating you ? 

CLEOPATRA [cHugiug to him piteously] Oh do, do, do. I 
will steal Ptatateeta's jewels and give them to you. I will 
make the river Nile water your lands twice a year. 

CAESAR. Peace, peace, my child. Vour gods are afraid 
of the Romans : you see the Sphinx dare not bite me, nor 
prevent me carrying you off to Julius Caesar. 

CLEOPATRA [in pleading murmurings] You wont, you 
wont. You said you wouldnt. 

ciBSAR. Czsar never eats women. 

CLEOPATRA [springing up full of hope] What ! 

cvESAR [impressively] But he cats girls [she relapses] and 
cats. Now you arc a silly little girl ; and you are descended 
from the black kitten. You are both a girl and a cat. 

CLEOPATRA [trembling] And will he cat me? 

CJESAR. Yes; unless you make him believe that you arc 
a woman. 

CLEOPATRA. Oh, you must get a sorcerer to make a 
woman of me. Arc you a sorcerer? 

CJBSAR. Perhaps. But it will take a long time ; and this 
very night you must stand face to face with Czsar in the 
palace of your fathers. 

CLEOPATRA. No, oo. I dafcnt. 

casAR. Whatever dread may be in your soul — however 
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terrible Caesar may be to you — you must confront him as 
a brave woman and a great queen ; and you must feel no 
fear. If your hand shakes: if your voice quavers; then — 
night and death ! But if he thinks you worth) 

to rule, he will set you on the throne l>y his side and make 
you the real ruler of Egypt. 

CLEOPATRA \despairingly\ No: he will find me out: he 
will find me out. 

Ci«SAR \rather mournfully^ He is easily deceived by 
women. Their eyes dazzle him ; and he sees them not as 
they are, but as he wishes them to appear to him. 

CLEOPATRA \^hop(fully\ Then we will cheat him. I will 
put on Ftatateeca’s head-dress; and he will think me quite 
an old woman. 

c.£3AR. If you do that he will eat you at one mouthfui. 

CLEOPATRA. But I will givc him a cake with ray magic 
opal and seven hairs of the white cat baked in it; and — 

zis.%hii\abruptlf\ Pah! you are a little fool. He will 
cat your cake and you too. [He turns contemptucusly from 
btr\ 

CLBOPATAA [running after him and clinging to him'\ Oli 
please, please! I will do whatever you tell me. I will be 
good. I will be your slave. [Again the terrible bellozving 
note sounds across the desert, notv closer at hand. It is the 
bucina, the Roman war trumpet], 

c.ffiSAR. Hark ! 

CLEOPAi RA [trembling] What was that ? 

CAESAR. Cscsar^s voice. 

CLEOPATRA [pulHng at his hand] Let us run away. Come. 
Oh, come. 

CiESAR. You arc safe with me until you stand on your 
throne to receive Csesar. Now lead rac thither. 

CLEOPATRA [only too glad to get away] I will, I will, 
[Agaif the bucina]. Oh come, come, come : the gods are 
angry. Do you feel the earth shaking? 

Ci«SAR. It is the tread of Cxsar’s legions. 

CLEOPATRA [drawing him away] This way, quickly .And 
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let u» look for the white cat ts we go. It is he that has 
turned you into a Roman. 

CiBSAK. Incorrigible, oh, incorrigible I Away ! [Hi 
filliws bir^ the hucina seunding louder as they steal across the 
deserts The moonlight wanes : the horizon again shows black 
against the sky^ broken only by the fantastic silhouette of the 
Sphinse, Ihe iky itself vanishes in darkness^ from which there 
is no relief until the gleam of a distant torch falls on great 
Egyptian pillars supporting the roof of a majestic corridor. At 
the further end of this corridor a Nubian slave appears carry- 
ing the torch. Ceesar^ still led by Cleopatra^ follows him. They 
come down the corridor, Casar peering keenly about at the 
strange architecture^ and at the pillar shadows between which, 
as the passing torch makes them hurry noiselessly backwards, 
figures of men with wings and hawk/ heads, and vast black 
marble cats, seem to flit in and out of ambush. Further along, 
the wall turns a corner and makes a spacious transept in which 
Cetsar sees, on his right, a throne, and behind the throne a door. 
On each side of the throne is a slender pillar with a lamp on it. 

CASAR. What place is this ? 

CLEOPATRA. This is where I sit on the throne when I 
am allowed to wear my crown and robes. [The slave holds 
his torch to shew the throne^. 

CJESAR. Order the slave to light the lamps. 

CLEOPATRA [shyly'\ Do you think I may? 

CASAR. Of course. You are the Queen. [She hesitates^ 
Go on. 

CLEOPATRA [timidly, to the slave'\ Light all the lamps. 

PTATATEETA [suddenly coming from behind the throne] Stop. 
[The slave stops. She turns sternly to Cleopatra, who quails 
like a naughty child]. Who is this you have with you ; and 
how dare you order the lamps to be lighted without my 
permission.^ [Cleopatra is dumb with apprehension], 

CiESAR. Who is she ? 

CLEOPATRA. Ftatateeta. 

PTATATEETA [arrogantly] Chief nurse to — 

CASAR [cutting her short] I speak to the Queen. Be silent 
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\To CUopatra\ Is this how your servants know their places/ 
Send her away ; and do you [ta the slave^ do as the Queen 
has bidden. [ The slave lights the lamps. Meanwhile Clee- 
patra stands hesitating^ afraid ef Ftatateeta\ You are the 
Queen : send her away. 

CLEOPATRA \cajoHng\ Ftatateeta, dear ; you must go away 
— just for a little. 

c^sAR, You are not commanding her to go away: you 
are begging her. You are no Queen. You will be eaten. 
Farewell. [/// turns to go]. 

CLEOPATRA [clutching him] No, no, no. Dont leave me. 

c^SAR. A Roman docs not stay with queens who arc 
afraid of their slaves. 

CLEOPATRA. I am not afraid. Indeed I am not afraid. 

FTATATEETA. Wc shall scc who is afraid here. [Mena- 

dtfgly] Cleopatra — 

CTESAR. On your knees, woman : am I also a child that 
you dare trifle with me / [He points to the floor at Cleopatra* s 
feet. Ftatateeta^ half cowed^ half savage^ hesitates. Ctesar 
(alls to the Nubian] Slave. [The Nubian eomes to him] Can 
you cut off a head.^ [The Nubian nods and grins ecstatically^ 
showing all his teeth. Ctrsar takes his sword by the scab- 
bard^ ready to offer the hilt to the Nubian^ and turns again 
to Ftatateeta, repeating his gesture]. Have you remembered 
yourself, mistress? 

Ftatateeta, crushed, kneels before Cleopatra, who can hardly 
believe her eyes, 

FTATATEETA [hoarscly] O Queen, forget not thy servant 
in the days of thy greatness. 

CLEOPATRA [blazing with excitement] Go. Begone. Go 
away. [Ftatateeta rises with stooped head, and moves backwards 
towards the door. Cleopatra watches her submission eagerly, 
almost clapping her hands, which are trembling. Suddenly she 
cries] Give me something to beat her with. [She snatches a 
snake-skin from the throne and dashes after Ftatateeta, whirling 
it like a scourge in the air. Ctesar makes a bound and managei 
to catch hser and hold her while Ftatateeta escapes]. 
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cjBSAa. You scratch, kitten, do you ? 

CLIOPATRA \hreakingfrom him) I will beat somebody. 1 
will beat him. attacks the siave\ There, there, there ! 
[The slave flies for his life up the corridor and vanishes, hht 
throws the snake-skin away and jumps on the step of the throne 
with her arms waving^ I am a real Queen at last — 

a real, real Queen ! Cleopatra the Queen ! [C/esar shakes 
bis head dubiously^ the advantage of the change seeming open to 
question from the point of view of the general welfare of Egypt, 
She turns and looks at him exultantly. Then she jumps down 
from the stepy runs to himy and flings her arms round him 
rapturouslpy crying') Oh, I love you for making me a 
Queen. 

ciESAR. But queens love only kings. 

CLEOPATRA. I Will make all the men 1 love kings. I will 
make you a king. 1 will have many young kings, with 
round, strong arms ; and when I am tired of them 1 will 
whip them to death; but you shall always be my king: 
my nice, kind, wise, good old king. 

CASAR. Oh, my wrinkles, my wrinkles I And my child’s 
heart! You will be the most dangerous of all Caesar’s con- 
quests. 

CLEOPATRA Cacsar ! I forgot Caesar. [Anxiously) 

You vrill tell him that 1 am a Queen, will you not? — a 
real Queen. Listen! [stealthily coaxing him) \ let us run 
away and hide until Caesar is gone. 

C.ESAR. If you fear Caesar, you are no true queen ; and 
though you were to hide beneath a pyramid, he would go 
straight to it and lift it with one hand. And then — ! [he 
chops his teeth together), 

CLEOPATRA [trembling) Oh ! 

CASAR. Be afraid if you dare. [The note of the bucina re- 
sounds again in the distance. She moans with fear. C/tsar 
exults in /V, exclaiming) Aha I Cxsar approaches the throne 
of Cleopatra. Come : take your place. [He takes her hana 
and leads her to the throne. She is too downcast to speak). Ho, 
there, Teetatota. How do you call your slaves? 
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CLEOFATRA [^spiritlessly^ as she sinks en the throne ani eewers 
therCy shaking\ Clap your hands. 

He claps his hands, Ftatateeta returns. 

c^.sAR. Bring the Queen’s robes, and her crown, tnd 
her women ; and prepare her. 

CLEOPATRA [eagerly — recovering herself a little'\ Yes, the 
crown, Ftatateeta: I shall wear the crown. 

FTATATEETA. For whom must the Queen put on her sta te i 

CASAR. For a citizen of Rome. A king of kings, ToCa- 
teeta. 

CLEOPATRA [stamping at her\ How dare you ask ques- 
tions? Go and do as you are told. [Ftatateeta goes out with 
a grim smile, Cleopatra goes on eagerly^ to Casar^ Cssar will 
know that I am a Queen when he sees my crown and robes, 
will he not ? 

c/ESAR. No. How shall he know that you are not a 
slave dressed up in the Queen’s ornaments? 

CLEOPATRA. You must tcll him. 

CASAR. He will not ask me. He will know Cleopatra by 
her pride, her courage, her majesty, and her beauty. 
looks very doubtful \, Are you trembling ? 

CLEOPATRA [shivering with dread'\ No, I — I — [in a very 
sickly voice'] No. 

Ftatateeta and three women come in with the regalia, 

FTATATEFTA. Of all the Quecn’s women, these three 
alone are left. The rest are fled. YThey begin to deck Cleo- 
patray who submitSy pale and motionless], 

CiTSAR. Good, good. Three are enough. Poor C^sai 
generally has to dress himself. 

FTATATEETA [contffnptuously] Thc queen of Egypt is not 
a Roman barbarian. [To Cleopatra] Be brave, my nursling. 
Hold up your head before this stranger. 

CA.SAR [admiring CleopatrUy and placing the crown on hef 
head] Is it sweet or bitter to be a Queen, Cleopatra? 

CLEOPATRA. BittCF. 

CJK5AR. Cast out fear; and you will conquer Caesir, 
Tota : arc tha Romans at hand? 
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fTATATBiTA. They are at hand ; and the guard has fled. 

THB wouBN [wailing subduiily\ Woe to us ! 

na Nubian gma running dgwn tbt halL 

NUBIAN. The Romans are in the courtyard. [He bolts 
through the door. IVith a shriek^ the women fiy after him. 
Ftatateeteds jaw expresses savage resolution: she does not budge. 
Cleopatra ean hardly restrain herself from following them. 
Caesar grips her wristy and looks steadfaitly at her. Bhe stands 
like a martyr\ 

cssAB. The Queen must face Caesar alone. Answer 
« So be it.” 

CLEOPATBA [white] So be it. 

ciESAR [releasing her] Good. 

A tramp and tumult of armed men is heard. Cleopatra's 
terror inereases. The bueina sounds elose at handy followed by a 
formidable elangor of trumpets. This is too much for Cleopatra: 
she utters a ery and darts towards the door. Ftatateeta stops 
her ruthlessly. 

FTATATEETA. You arc my nursling. You have said “So 
be it ” ; and if you die for it, you must make the Queen's 
word good. [She hands Cleopatra to Casary who takes her 
baeky almost beside herself with apprehension, to the throne]. 

CiESAR. Now, if you quail — 1 [He seats himself on the 
throne]. 

She stands on the stepy all but unconsciousy waiting for death. 
The Roman soldiers troop in tumultuously through the corridor, 
beaded by their ensign with his eagle, and their bueinator, a 
burly fellow with his instrument coiled round his body, its brazen 
bell shaped like the head of a howling wolf. When they reach 
the transept, they stare in amazement at the throne ; dress into 
ordered rank opposite it; draw their swords and lift them in 
the air with a shout ^Hail, Caesar. Cleopatra turns and 
stares wildly at C asar / grasps the situation ; and, with a great 
sob of relief, falls into hit arms. 
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Alexandria. A hall on the first floor of the Palace^ ending 
tn a loggia approached by two steps. Through the arches of th$ 
loggia the Mediterranean can be seen., bright in the morning 
sun. The clean lofty walls., painted with a procession of the 
Egyptian theocracy., presented in profile as flat ornament., and 
the absence of mirrors, sham perspectives, stuffy upholstery and 
textiles, make the place handsome, wholesome, simple and cool, 
or, as a rich English manufacturer would express it, poor, bare, 
ridiculous and un homely. For Tottenham Court Road civiliza- 
tion is to this Egyptian civilization as glass bead and tattoo 
civilization is to Tottenham Court Road, 

The young king Ptolemy Dionysus (aged ten) is at the top 
of the steps, on his way in through the loggia, led by his guardian 
Pothinus, who has him by the hand. The court is assembled to 
receive him. It is made up of men and women (some of the 
women being officials) of various complexions and races, mostly 
Egyptian; some of them, comparatively fair, from lower Egypt, 
some, much darker, from upper Egypt; with a few Greeks and 
Jews. Prominent in a group on Ptolemy's right hand is Thee- 
dotus, Ptolemy's tutor. Another group, on Ptolemy's left, is 
headed bs Achillas, the general of Ptolemy's troops, Theedotus 
is a little old man, whose features are as cramped and wizened 
as his limbs, except his tall straight forehead, which occupies 
more space than all the rest of his face. He maintains an air of 
magpie keenness and profundity, listening to what the others eay 
with the sarcastic vigilance of a philosopher listening to the exer- 
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ases $f Ms Msciplts^ Achillas is a tall handsome man of thirty 
five^ with a fine hlack heard curled like the coat of a poodle^ 
Apparently not a clever man, hut distinguished and dignified^ 
Pothinus is a vigorous man of fifty, a eunuch^ passionate, ener- 
getic and quick voitted, hut of common mind and character; 
impatient and unable to control his temper^ He has fine tawny 
hair, like fur, Ptolemy, the King, looks much older than an 
English hoy of ten; hut he has the childish air, the habit oj 
being in leading strings, the mixture of impotence and petulance, 
the appearance of being excessively washed, combed and dressed 
by other hands, which is exhibited by court-bred princes of all 
ages. 

All receive the King with reverences. He comes down the 
steps to a chair of state which stands a little to his right, the 
only seat in the hall. Taking his place before it, he looks nervously 
for instructions to Pothinus, who places himself at his left hand. 

POTHINUS. The king of Egypt has a word to speak. 

THEODOTUS [in a squeak which he makes impressive by sheer 
selftopinionativeness'] Peace for the King’s word I 

PTOLEMY [without any vocal inflexions: he is evidently repeat- 
ing a lesson'] Take notice of this all of you. I am the first- 
born son of Auletes the Flute Blower who was your King. 
My sister Berenice drove him from his throne and reigned 
in his stead but — but — [he hesitates] — 

POTHINUS [stealthily prompting] — but the gods would not 
suffer — 

PTOLEMY. Yes — the gods would not suffer — not suffer 
— [He stops; then, crestfallen] I forget what the gods would 
not suffer* 

THEODOTUS* Let Pothinus, the King’s guardian, speak for 
the King. 

POTHINUS [suppressing his impatience with difficulty] The 
King wished to say that the gods would not suffer the 
impiety of his sister to go unpunished. 

PTOLEMY [hastily] Yes: I remember the rest of it. [He 
resumes his monotone]. Therefore the gods sent a stranger 
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one Mark Antony a Roman captain of horsemen across the 
sands of the desert and he set ray father again upon the 
throne. And my father took Berenice my sister and struck 
her head off. And now that my father is dead yet another 
of his daughters my sister Cleopatra would snatch the king- 
dom from me and reign in my place. But the gods woul 
not suffer — \Pothinus coughs admomtonly] — the gods— the 

gods would not suffer — 

POTHINUS [prompting] — will not maintain 
m-OLEMY. Oh yes - will not maintain such iniquity they 
will give her head to the aie even as her sister s. But with 
the h^lp of the witch Ftatateeta she hath cast a spell on the 
Roman'] ulius Cssar to make him uphold her fa se 
to rule in Egypt. Take notice then that I will n« suffer 
— that I will not suffer — » Pothtnus] What is 

it that I will not suffer? , , . 

POTHINUS [su^My exploding with alltU force and emfhasts 

sf political passion] The King will not 

take from him the throne of our Egypt. [A shout of aj- 
plausc]. Tell the King. Achillas, how many soldiers and 

horsemen follow the Roman ? 

THEODOTUS. Let the King’s general speak ! 

ACHILLAS. But two Roman legions, O King. T hree 

thousand soldiers and scarce a thousand horsemen 

The court breaks into derisive laughter; and a great chat 

termg begins, am,d which Rufio, a Roman officer 
the lozzia. Ue is a burly, black-bearded man of middle age, 
vers blunt, prompt and rough, with small elear ^ 

no^e and cheeks, which, however, like the rest of hts flesh, are in 

chatter cease abruptly]. C*sar approaches 

THEODOTUS [with much presence of mtnd] The King pe 

mit« the Roman commander to enter. 

C^sar plainly dressed, but wearing an oak wreath to concea 
b,s bMnei entL from the logg.a, attended by Brstannu^ 
Zretary, a Er.ton, about forty, tall, solemn, and already 
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hdld^ with biMvy^ irsoping^ hazii-eohnJ momtacht 
tTMHtd S9 MS /#. i§st its tnds in a pair •/ trim whiskers. He is 
tesrefullj dressed in biue^ with pertfelhy inkherny and reed pen 
at his girdle. His serious air and sense of the importance of the 
business in hand is in marked contrast to the kindly interest of 
Csesaty who looks at the scene, which is new to him, with the 
frank curiosity of a child, and then turns to the king's chair : 
Brit annus and Rufio posting themselves near the steps at the 
other side, 

CJKSAR [looking at Pothinus and Ptolemy'\ Which is the 
Ring } the man or the boy ? 

poTHiNVs. I am Pothinus, the guardian of my lord the 
King. 

CASAR [patting Ptolemy kindly on the shoulder'^ So you are 
the King. Dull work at your age, eh ? [To Pothinus\ Your 
servant, Pothinus. [He turns away unconcernedly and comes 
slowly along the middle of the hall, looking from side to side at 
the courtiers until he reaches Achillas^ And this gentleman ? 

THEODOTUS. AchiUts, the King’s general. 

CASAR [to Achillas, very friendlyi] A general, eh? i am a 
general myself. But 1 began too old, too old. Health and 
many victories, Achillas I 

ACHILLAS. As the gods will, Csesar. 

casar [turning to Theodotus'] And you, sir, are — ? 

THEODOTUS. Theodotus, the King’s tutor. 

CASAR. You teach men how to be kings, Theodotus. 
That is very clever of you. [Looking at the gods on the walls 
as he turns away from Theodotus and goes up again to Pothinus'\ 
And this place? 

POTHiHvs. The council chamber of the chancellors of 
the King’s treasury, Caesar. 

CASAR. Ah! that reminds me. I want some money. 

POTHINUS. The King’s treasury is poor, Czsar. 

CASAR. Yes: I notice that there is but one chair in ic. 

Runo [shouting gruffly\ Bring a chair there, somi of 
you, for Cassar. 

rroLEMT [rising shyly to offer his chair] C^sat — 
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CASAR [kindly^ No, no, my boy : that it your chair of 
ttate. Sit down. 

He makes Ptolemy sit down again. Meanwhile Rufioy look- 
ing about him, sees in the nearest corner an image of the god 
Ra, represented as a seated man with the head of a hawk. 
Before the image is a bronxe tripod, about as large as a three- 
legged stool, with a stick of incense burning on it, Rufio, with 
Roman resourcefulness and indifference to foreign superstitions, 
promptly seizes the tripod; shakes off the incense ; blows away 
the ash; and dumps it down behind Casar, nearly in the middle 
of the hall, 

RUFIO. Sit on that, Cssar. 

A shiver runs through the court, followed by a hissing 
whisper Sacrilege ! 

cypSAR [seating himself] Now, Pothinus, to business. I 

am badly in want of money. 

BRiTANNus [disapproving of these informal expressions] My 

master would say that there is a lawful debt due to Rome 
by Egypt* contracted by the King’s deceased father to the 
Triumvirate; and that it is Cesar’s duty to his country to 

require immediate payment. 

c^SAR [blandly] Ah, I forgot. I have not made my 
companions known here. Pothinus : this is Britannus, my 
secretary. He is an islander from the western end of the 
world, a day’s voyage from Gaul. [Britannus bows stiffly]. 
This gentleman is Rufio, my comrade in arms, [Rufio nods]. 

Pothinus: I want 1,600 talents. 

The courtiers, appalled, murmur loudly, and Theodotus and 
Achillas appeal mutely to one another against so monstrous a 

demand. ^ ^ 

POTHINUS [aghast] Forty million sesterces! Impossible. 

There is not so much money in the King’s treasury. 

cvESAR [encouragingly] Only sixteen hundred talents, 
Pothinus. Why count it in sesterces.' A sestertius is only 

worth a loaf of bread. . . 

POTHINUS. And a talent is worth a racehorse. I say it 11 

impossible. We have been at strife here, because the King’s 
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lister Cleopatra falsely claims his throne. The King's taxes 
have not been collected for a whole year. 

CJESAR. Yes they have, Pothinus. My officers have been 
collecting them all the morning. [Renewed whisper and sen* 
net without some stifled laughteVy among the €Ourtiers\ 

auno [hluntiy\ You must pay, Pothinus, Why waste 
words? You arc getting off cheaply enough. 

POTHINUS [bitterly^ Is it possible that Csesar, the con- 
queror of the world, has time to occupy himself with such 
a trifle as our taxes ? 

cssAR. My friend : taxes arc the chief business of a 
conqueror of the world. 

" POTHINUS. Then take warning, Csesar, This day, the 
treasures of the temples and the gold of the King’s treasury 
shall be sent to the mint to be melted down for our ransom 
in the sight of the people. They shall sec us sitting under 
bare walls and drinking from wooden cups. And their 
wrath be on your hea^ Caesar, if you force us to this 
sac rilege ! 

CJESAR. Do not fear, Pothinus : the people know how well 
wine tastes in wooden cups. In return for your bounty, I 
will settle this dispute about the throne for you, if you will. 
W hat say you ? 

POTHINUS. If I say no, will that hinder you ? 

Runo [deflantly'] No. 

CJESAR. You say the matter has been at issue for a year, 
Pothinus. May I have ten minutes at it? 

POTHINUS. You will do your pleasure, doubtless. 

CJESAR. Good! But first, let us have Cleopatra here. 

THBODOTUS. Shc is not in Alexandria: she is fled into 
Syria. 

CJESAR. I think not. [To Ruflo'\ Call Totatccta. 

Runo [Calling'] Ho there, Teetatota. 

Ftatateeta enters the loggia^ and stands arrogantly at the top 
of the steps, 

FTATATEBTA. Who pronouDCCs the name of Ftatateeta, 
the Queen's chief nurse ? 
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c^SAR. Nobody can pronounce it, Tota, except your- 
self. Where is your mistress 

Cleopatra^ who U hiding behind Ftatateetay peeps out at tkem^ 

laughing. Casar rises. 

CVE 9 AR. Will the Queen favor us with her presence for 
a moment? ^ 

CLEOPATRA ^pushifi^ f'tatAtCCtd AStdt dfld itdTldin^ hdU^httlj 

on the brink of the steps] Am I to behave like a Queen? 
c^SAR. Yes. 

Cleopatra immediately comes down to the chair of statt; 
jgixes Ptolemy t drags him out of his seat; then takes his 
place in the chair. Ftatateeta seats herself on the step of the 
loggia, and sits there, watching the scene with sibylline intensity 
FfOLEMY \mortified, and struggling with his tears] C®sar: 
this is how she treats me always. If I am a king why ii 
she allowed to take everything from me? 

CLEOPATRA. You RPC not to bc King, you little cry-baby. 

You arc to bc eaten by the Romans. 

c^sAR {touched by Ptolemfs distress] Come here, my boy. 

and stand by me. 

Ptolemy goes over to Casar, who, resuming hts seat on the 
tripod, takes the bofs hand to encourage him. Cleopatra, furi- 
ously jealous, rises and glares at them. 

CLEOPATRA {with faming cheeks] Take your throne : I 
dont want it. [She fings away from the chair, and approaches 
Ptolemy, who shrinks from her]. Go this instant and sit 

down in your place. . . 

c^sAR. Go, Ptolemy. Always take a throne when it is 

offered to you. 

rufio. I hope you will have the good sense to follow 
your own advice when we return to Rome, Ca:sar. 

Ptolemy slowly goes hack to the throne, giving Cleopatra a 
wide berth, in evident fear of her hands. She takes hts place 


beside Casar. 

c/ESAR. Pothinus — 
CLEOPATRA [interrupting him] 


Arc you not going to ipesk 


to me ? 
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casar. Be quiet. Open your mouth again before I give 
you leave ; and you shall be eaten. 

CLEOPATRA. I am not afraid. A queen must not be afraid. 
Eat my husband there, if you like : he is afraid. 

CASAR [startingl Your husband! What do you mean? 
CLEOPATRA [pointing to PtoUmy] That little thing. 

7%/ two Romans and thi Briton start at one another in 
amazement, 

THBODOTUS. Cssir : you are a stranger here, and not 
conversant with our laws. The kings and queens of Egypt 
may not marry except with their own royal blood. Ptolemy 
and Cleopatra are born king and consort just as they are 
born brother and sister. 

BRiTANNUS [shocked^ Cacsar : this is not proper. 
mooQTTVt \outraged'\ How I 

CJESAR [recovering his self-possession^ Pardon him, Thco- 
dotus : he is a barbarian, and thinks that the customs of his 
tribe and island are the laws of nature. 

BRITANNUS. On thc contrary, Caesar, it is these Egyptians 
who are barbarians ; and you do wrong to encourage them. 
I say it is a scandal. 

CASAR. Scandal or not, my friend, it opens the gate of 
peace. [He addresses Pothinus %eriouily\ Pothinus ; hear 
what 1 propose. 

RUPio. Hear Cassar there. 

c^ssAR. Ptolemy and Cleopatra shall reign jointly in 
Egypt. 

ACHILLAS. What of the King’s younger brother and 
Cleopatra’s younger sister? 

RVFio [explaining\ There is another little Ptolemy, 
Caesar: so they tell me. 

casar. Well, the little Ptolemy can marry the other 
sister; and we will make them both a present of Cyprus. 

POTHINUS \impatiently\ Cyprus is of no use to any- 
body. 

CAUAR. No matter : you shall have it for thc sake of 
peace. 
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BRiTANNUS [uncofjscious ly anticiputing a lattr ttatesman\ 
Peace with honor, Pothinus. 

poTHiNus \mutinously'\ Cassar : be honest. The monej 
jTou demand is the price of our freedom. Take it ; and leav; 
ai to settle our own affairs. 

THE BOLDER COURTIERS \fncouraged by Pothinus* s tone anA 
Casar's quietness'] Yes, yes. Egypt for the Egyptians ! 

The conference now becomes an altercation^ the Egyptians 
becoming more and more heated. C^rsar remains unruffled ; but 
Rufio grows fiercer and doggeder, and Britannus haughtily in- 
dignant. 

RUFiO [contemptuously] Egypt for the Egyptians! Do you 
forget that there is a Roman army of occupation here, left 
by Aulus Gabinius when he set up your toy king for 
you ? 

ACHILLAS [suddenly asserting himself] And now under my 
command. I am the Roman general here, Caesar. 

CAESAR [tickled by the humor of the situation] And also the 

Egyptian general, eh? 

POTHINUS [triumphantly] That is so, Cssar. 

cvfcSAR [to Achillas] So you can make war on the 
Egyptians in the name of Rome, and on the Romans — on 
me, if necessary — in the name of Egypt? 

ACHILLAS. That is so, Caesar. 

CAESAR. And which side arc you on at present, if I may 
presume to ask, general ? 

ACHILLAS. On the side of the right and of the gods. 

c.ffiSAR. Hm! How many men have you? 

ACHILLAS. That will appear when I take the field. 

RUFIO [truculently] Are your men Romans? If not, it 
matters not how many there are, provided you arc no 
stronger than ^oo to ten. 

POTHINUS. It is useless to try to bluff us, Rufio. Caesar 
has been defeated before and may be defeated again. A 
few weeks ago C^sar was flying for his life before Pompey; 
a few months hence he may be flying for his life before 
Cato and Juba of Numidia, the African K.iog. 
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ACHILLAS \fiiUwing itf PothinMs*s speech mentiringiy] What 
cui you do with 4)000 men ^ 

THBODOTU8 \JisUnoing up AehilUs's speech with a raucous 
tquidk'l And without money? Away with you. 

Ai rf- THi couRTiias \sh9Uting fiercely and crowding towards 
Csrsar] Away with you. Egypt for the Egyptians ! Begone. 

Rufio kites his heard, too angry to speak. Cotsar sits as com- 
fortahly as if he were at hreak/ast, and tht cat were clamoring 
for a piece of Finnan-haddie, 

CLBOPATiLA. Why do you let them ulk to you like that^ 
Csesar? Are you afraid? 

cjKiAA. Why, my dear, what they say is quite true, 

CLEOPATRA. But if you go away, I shall not be Queen. 

cassAR. 1 shall not go away until you are Queen. 

poTHiRus. Achillas : if you are not a fool, you will take 
that girl whilst she is under your hand. 

RUPio [daring them'\ Why not take Caesar as well, Achillas? 

POTHINUS [retorting the defiance with interest^ Well said, 
Rufio. Why not? 

RUFIO. Try, Achillas. [Calling\ Guard there. 

The loggia immediately fills with Cotsar's soldiers, who stand, 
sword in hand, at the top of the steps, waiting the word to charge 
from their centurion, who carries a cudgel. For a moment the 
Egyptians face them proudly: then they retire sullenly to their 
former places, 

BRiTANNUS. You are Caesar’s prisoners, all of you. 

OESAR [henevolently\ Oh no, no, no. By no means. Caesar’s 
guests, gentlemen. 

CLEOPATRA. Wout you cut thcir heads off? 

CiESAR. What! Cut off your brother’s head? 

CLBOPATRA. Why not ? He would cut off mine, if he got 
the chance. Wouldnt you, Ptolemy? 

PTOLBMY [pale and obstinate'] I would. I will, too, when 
I grow up. 

Cleopatra is rent hy a struggle Between her newly-acquirea 
dignity as a queen, and a strong impulse to put out her tongue at 
him. She takes no part in the scene which follows. But watches 
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It with curiosity and wonder ^ f. dieting with the restlessness of a 
child, and sitting down on Cessar^s tripod when he rises, 

POTHiNUs. Casar : if you attempt to detain us — 

RUFio. He will succeed, Egyptian : make up your mind 
to that. We hold the palace, the beach, and the eastern 
harbor. The road to Rome is open ; and you shall travel 
it if Cxsar chooses. 

c^SAR \ceurteously'\ I could do no less, Pothinus, to secure 
the retreat of my own soldiers. I am accountable for every 
life among them. But you are free to go. So are all here 
and in the palace. 

RUFIO \aghast at this clemency^ What ! Renegades and 
all? 

c/ESAR [softening the expression'\ Roman army of occupa* 
tion and all, Ruho. 

POTHINUS [desperately\ Then I make a last appeal to 
Cxsar's justice. 1 shall call a witness to prove that but for 
us, the Roman army of occupation, led by the greatest 
soldier in the world, would now have Cxsar at its mercy. 
[Calling through the loggia] Ho, there, Lucius Septiraius 
[Cetsar startSy deeply moved]-, if my voice can reach you, 
come forth and testify before Cxsar. 

cAisAR [shrinking] No, no, 

THEODOTUS. Yes, I say. Let the military tribune beai 
witness. 

Lucius Septimius, a clean shaven, trirn^ athlete of about 40, 
with symmetrical features, resolute mouth, and handsome, thin 
Roman nose, in the dress of a Roman officer, comes in through 
the loggia and confronts C<esar, who hides his face with his robe 
for a moment ; then, mastering himself, drops it, and confronts 
the tribune with dignity, 

POTHINUS. Bear witness, Lucius Septimius. Cxsar came 
hither in pursuit of his foe. Did we shelter his foe? 

LUCIUS. As Pompey’s foot touched the Egyptian shore, 
his head fell by the stroke of my sword. 

THEODOTUS [with viperish relish] Under the eyes of hi> 
wife and child ! Remember that, Cxsar ’ They saw it from 
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the ihip he had just left. We have given you a full and 
iweet measure of vengeance* 

cssAK [witA <^rr«r] Vengeance I 

FOTHiNus. Our first gift to you, as your galley came into 
the roadstead, was the head of your rival for the empire of 
the world* Bear witness, Lucius Septimius : is it not so? 

LUCIUS. It is so. With this hand, that slew Pompey, I 
placed his head at the feet of Caesar. 

cjBSAa. Murderer 1 So would you have slain Cassar, had 
Pompey been victorious at Pharsalia. 

LUCIUS. Woe to the vanquished, Caesar! When I served 
Pompey, I slew as good men as he, only because he con- 
quered them. His turn came at last. 

THEODOTus [Jlattering/y'\ The deed was not yours, Caesar, 
but ours — nay, mine; for it was done by my counsel. 
Thanks to us, you keep your reputation for clemency, and 
have your vengeance too. 

cASAR. Vengeance ! Vengeance ! ! Oh, if I could stoop 
to vengeance, what would I not exact from you as the price 
of this murdered man’s blood? [7%/y shrink back^ appalUd 
and discon(trfed\ Was he not my son-in-law, my ancient 
friend, for to years the master of great Rome, for 30 years 
the compeller of victory? Did not I, as a Roman, share 
his glory? Was the Fate that forced us to fight for the 
mastery of the world, of our making? Am I Julius Csesar, 
or am 1 a wolf, that' you fling to me the grey head of the 
old soldier, the laurelled conqueror, the mighty Roman, 
treacherously struck down by ^is callous ruffian, and then 
claim my gratitude for it! [To Lucius Septimtus] Begone : 
you fill me with horror. 

\A3c\y3% [cold and undaunted^ Pshaw! You have seen sev- 
ered heads before, Cassar, and severed right hands too, I 
think ; some thousands of them, in Gaul, after you van- 
quished Vcrcingetoriz. Did you spare him, with all your 
clemency? Was that vengeance? 

ciBSAR. No, by the gods ! would that it had been I Yen 
geance at least is human. No, I say: those severed right 
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hands, and the brave Vercingetorix basely strangled in a 
.vault beneath the Capitol, were \with shuddtring satire') a 
wise severity, a necessary protection to the commonwealth, 
a duty of statesmanship — follies and fictions ten times 
bloodier than honest vengeance! What a fool was I 
then ! To think that mcn*s lives should be at the mercy 
of such fools! \Humblf\ Lucius Septimius, pardon me: 
why should the slayer of Vercingetorix rebuke the 
slayer of Pompey? You are free to go with the rest. 
Or stay if you will : I will find a place for you in my 
service. 

LUCIUS. The odds are against you, Cassar. I go, \He turns 
to go out through the loggia\. 

RUPio full of wrath at seeing his prey escaping^ That means 
that he is a Republican. 

LUCIUS \^turning defiantly on the loggia steps'^ And what are 
you ? 

RUFio. A Caesarian, like all Czsar^ soldiers. 

CTESAR [courteously'\ Lucius : believe me, Caesar is no 
Caesarian. Were Rome a true republic, then were Caesar 
the first of Republicans, But you have made your choice. 
Farewell. 

LUCIUS. Farewell. Come, Achillas, whilst there is yet 
time. 

Casar^ seeing that Rufids temper threatens to get the worse 
f him^ puts his hand on his shoulder and brings him down the 
hall out of harm' s way^ Britannus accompanying them and post^ 
ing himself on Casar's right hand. This movement brings the 
three in a little group to the place occupied by Achillas^ who 
moves haughtily awat and joins Theodotus on the other side, 
Lucius Septimius goes out through the soldiers in the loggia, 
Pethinus, Theodotus and Achillas follow him with the courtiers, 
very mistrustful of the soldiers, who close up in their rear and 
go out after them, keeping them moving without much ceremony. 
The King is left in his chair, piteous, obstinate, with twitching 
face and fingers. During these movements Rufio maintains an 
energetic grumbling, as follows : — 
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Eurio [sj Lucius sitparts] Do you suppose he would let 
ns go if he had our heads in his hands ? 

ciESAiu I have no right to suppose that his ways arc any 
baser than mine. 

Runo. Pshal 

CiESAR. Rufio: if I take Lucius Septimius for my model, 
and become exactly like him, ceasing to be Caesar, will you 
serve me still ? 

BRiTANKUS. Cacsar I this is not good sense. Your duty 
to Rome demands that her enemies should be prevented 
from doing further mischief. [C*tsar^ whost delight in the 
moral eye-to-husiness of his British secretary is inexhaustible^ 
smiles indulgently\ 

RUFIO. It is no use talking to him, Britannu^ : you may 
save your breath to cool your porridge. But mark this, 
Caesar. Clemency is very well for you ; but what is it for 
your soldiers, who have to fight to-morrow the men you 
spared yesterday? You may give what orders you please; 
but I tell you that your next victory will be a massacre, 
shanks to your clemency. /, for one, will take no prisoners. 
I will kill my enemies in the field ; and then you can preach 
as much clemency as you please : I shall never have to fight 
. them again. And now, with your leave, I will see these 
gentry off the premises, [He turns to go']. 

[turning also and seeing Ptolemy'] What! have they 
left the boy alone! Oh shame, shame’ 

RUPio [taking Ptolemy's hand and making him rise] Come, 
your majesty 1 

PTOLEMY [to Cttsar, drawing away his hand from Rufio] 
It he turning me out of my palace ? 

RUFIO \zHmly] You are welcome to stay if you wish. 

CJBSAR [kindly] Go, my boy. I will not harm you ; but 
you will be safer away, among your friends. Here you arc 
in the lion's mouth. 

PTOLEMY [turning to go] It is not the lion 1 fear, but 
[looking at Rufio] the jackal. [He goes out through the loggia], 

CJESAU. [laughing approvingly] Brave boy! 
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CLEOPATRA \^jtalous C<ps4r*s approbation^ calling afttr 

PtoUmy] Little silly. You think that very clever. 

c^SAR. Britannus: attend the King. Give him in charge 
to that Pothinus fellow. {Britannus goes out after Ptolemy^, 
RUFio [pointing to Cleopatra] And this piece of goods? 
What is to be done with her? However, I suppose T may 
leave that to you. [He goes out through the loggia]. 

CLEOPATRA [flushing suddenly and turning on Caesar] Did 

you mean me to go with the rest? ^ 

c.«SAR [a little preoccupied^ goes with a sigh to Ptolemy s 
chair, whilst she waits for his answer with red cheeks and 
clenched fists] You are free to do just as you please, Clco- 


CLEOPATRA. Thcn you do not care whether 1 stay o« 

not ? j 

c^iAR [smiling] Of course I had rather you stayed. 

CLEOPATRA. M uch, m u c h rathcr ? 

c^SAR [nodding] Much, much rather. 

CLEOPATRA. Then I consent to stay, because T am asked. 

But I do not want to, mind. 

CAESAR. That is quite understood. [Calling] Totatccta. 
Ftatateeta, still seated, turns her eyes on him with a simstet 

expression, but does not move, 

CLEOPATRA [with a spluttcr of laughter] Her name is not 
Totatceta: it is Ftatatccta. [Calling] Ftatateeta. [Ftata- 

teeta instantly rises and comes to Cleopatra]. 

ctEiKK [stumbling over the name] Tfatafecta will .forgive 
the erring tongue of a Roman. Tota : the Queen will hold 
her state here in Alexandria. Engage women to attend 

upon her; and do all that is needful. ^ ^ „ 

^ rTATATEETA. Am I thcn the mistress of the Queen i 

No; / am the mistress of the Queen’. 

household. Go and do as you are told, or I will have you 
thrown into the Nile this very afternoon, to poison the 

poor crocodiles. 

c/ESAR [shocked] Oh no no. 
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CLEOPATRA. Oh jTcs, ycs, You ire very lentimentil, 
Cesar ; but you ire clever; and if you do as I tell you, 
you will soon learn to govern. 

C^sar, quite dumbfounded by this impertinence^ turns in his 
ehuir end stares at her. 


Ftatateeta, smiling grimly^ and showing a splendid set ef 
teethe goes, leaving them alone together, 

CiESAR. Cleopatra : I really think I must eat you, after all. 

CLEOPATRA \\neeling beside him and looking at him with 
f^£tr interest, half real, half affected to shew how intelligent 
she w] You must not talk to me now as if I were a child. 

CASAR. You have been growing up since the sphinx in- 
troduced us the other night ; and you think you know more 
than 1 do already. 

CLEOPATRA {taken down, and anxious to justify her self No; 
that would be very silly of me: of course I know that. 
But — {suddenly'\ are you angry with me? 

CJESAR. No. 

CLEOPATRA {only half believing him'X Then why are you 
so thoughtful ? 

c/esAR {fisingl^ I have work to do, Cleopatra* 

ChEOPATUA {drawing back] Work! {Offended] You arc 

tired of talking to me ; and that is your excuse to get away 
from me. © / 


CJESAR {sitting down again to appease her] Well, well : 
another minute. But then — work ! 

CLEOPATRA. Work! what nonsense! You must remember 

that you are a king now ; I have made you one. Kings dont 
work. 

CASAR. Oh! Who told you that, little kitten? Eh? 

CLEOPATRA. My father was King of Egypt ; and he never 

worked. But he was a great king, and cut off my sistcr^s 

head because she rebelled against him and took the throne 
from him. 

CASAR. Well ; and how did he get his throne back 
again ? 

CLBOPATRA {eagerly, her eyes lighting up] I will tell 

R 



you. 
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A beautiful young man, with strong round arms, came 
over the desert with many horsemen, and slew my 
sistcr^s husband and gave my father back his throne. 
\lVi$tfulls\ I was only twelve then. Oh, I wish he would 
come again, now that I am a queen. I would make him 

my husband. . « , 

CJESAR, It might be managed, perhaps ; for u was I who 

sent that beautiful young man to help your father. 

CLEOPATRA \enraptured\ You know him. 

crE 0 *pA-[Rlf'^H« he come with you ? 
iraJ: sh, is cruelly clisupp,inteJ\ Oh, I wish he had, I wish 
he had. If only I were a little older j so that he might not 
think me a mere kitten, as you do! But perhaps that is be- 
cause you are old. He is many many years younger than 

- /.//] He is [j 

CLEOPATRA. Would hc bc my husband, do you think, if 
I asked him ? 

c* op\T!il!'^But''l'i^hould not like to ask him. 7°“ 

not persuade him to ask me — without knowing that 

Why do you say that as if you were sorry 
for me? Does he love anyone else? 

crE’op1’TL*^r*r>//yrThen I shall not be his first love. 
c^AR No\ quite first. He is greatly admired by 

'"'Tleopatra. I wish I could be the first. But J*' 
me, I will make him kill all the rest. Tell .r”' • ^ 

beautiful.' Do his strong round arms shine in the sun 

™”*1'5AR. He is in excellent condition — considering how 
much hc cats and drinka. 
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CLEOPATRA. Oh, you must not sty common, earthly 
things about him ; for I love him. He is a god. 

CASAR. He is a great captain of horsemen, and swifter 
of foot than any other Roman. 

CLEOPATRA. What is his real name ? 

CASAR ^puxsJtd^ His real name? 

CLEOPATRA. Ycs. I always call him Horus, because 
Horus is the most beautiful of our gods. But 1 want to know 
his real name. 

ciBSAR. His name is Mark Antony, 

CLEOPATRA \musumUy\ Mark Antony, Mark Antony, Mark 
Antony! What a beautiful name! thrttos htr arms 

rQund C^sar*! a/ri]. Oh, how 1 love you for sending 
him to help my father ! Did you love my father very 
much? 

cssar; No, my child ; but your father, as you say, never 
worked. I always work. So when he lost his crown he had 
to promise me 16,000 talents to get it back for him. 

CLEOPATRA. Did hc ever pay you ? 

CJBSAR. Not in full. 

CLEOPATRA. Hc was quitc right : it was too dear. The 
whole world is not wor^ 16,000 talents. 

CKSAR. That is perhaps true, Cleopatra. Those Egyp- 
tians who work paid as much of it as he could drag from 
them. The rest is still due. But as I most likely shall not 
get it, I must go back to my work. So you must run away 
for a little and send my secretary to me. 

CLEOPATRA [rwAC/afg] No : I want to stay and hear you 
talk about Mark Antony. 

CJKSAR. But if I do not get to work, Pothinus and the 
rest of them will cut us off from the harbor ; and then the 
way from Rome will be blocked. 

CLEOPATRA. No matter : I dont want you to go back to 
Rome. 

c*SAR, But you want Mark Antony to come from it. 

CLEOPATRA [springing up] Oh yes, yes, yes : I forgot. Go 
quickly and work, Csesar ; and keep the way over the sea 
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open for my Mark Antony. runs out through tht loggia, 

kissing her hand to Mark Antony across the sea\ 

CASAR [going briskly up the middle of the hall to the loggia 
steps] Ho, Britannuj. [He is startled by the entry of a 
wounded Roman soldier, who confronts him from the upper step]. 


What now ? . j 

SOLDIER [pointing to his bandaged head] This, Cxsar ; and 

two of my comrades killed in the market place. 

CJBSAR [quiet, but attending] Ay. Why? 

SOLDIER. There is an army come to Alexandria, calling 

itself the Roman army. 

CJBSAR. The Roman army of occupation. Ay? 

SOLDIER. Commanded by one Achillas. 

CASAR. Well? 

SOLDIER. The citizens rose against us when the army 

entered the gates. I was with two others in the market 

place when the news came. They set upon us. I cut my 

way out ; and here I am. , « 

emsAR. Good. I am glad to see you alive. [Rufic enun 

the loggia hojtily, passing behind the soldier to look out through 

one of the arches at the quay beneath], Rufio : we are be- 

sieged. 

RUFIO. What ! Already ? , 

CJBSAR. Now or to-morrow : what does it matter t c 


shall be besieged. 

Brit annus runs in. 

BRITANNUS. C*Sar rn £ 

CMSAR [anticipating him] Yea : I know. [Rufio and 
Brit annus come down the hall from the loggta at opposite sides 
past Cirsar, who waits for a moment near the step to say to the 
soldier] Comrade : give the word to turn out on the beach 
and stand by the boats. Get your wound attended to. tao. 
\The soldier hurries out. Caesar comes down the hall betwee 
Rufio and Bntannus] Rufio: we have some ships in the 

west harbor. Burn them. 

RUFIO [staring] Burn them ! ! 

CJBSAR. Take every boat we have in the eMt harbor, 
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ind fteize tKc Phmroi — that island with the lighthouse. 
Leave half our men behind to hold the beach and the quay 
outside this palace : that is the way home. 

aurio ^disapproving strongly] Are we to give up the city ? 

CASAR. We have not got it, Rufio. This palace we 
have ; and — what is that building next door } 

Runo. The theatre. 

CASAK. We will have that too : it commands the strand. 
For the rest, Egypt for the Egyptians ! 

auFio. Well, you know best, I suppose. Is that all? 

CASAR. That is all. Are those ships burnt yet ? 

RUFio. Be easy : I shall waste no more time. [H/ rnm 
omt\ 

BRiTANNUS. Cacsar : Pothinus demands speech of you. 
(n my opinion he needs a lesson. His manner is most in- 
solent. 

CASAR. Where is he / 

BRiTANNus. He wRits without. 

CASAR. Ho there ! admit Pothinus. 

Pothinsu appears in the loggia^ and comes down the halt very 
haughtily to Cctsar^s left hand. 

CASAR. Well, Pothinus ? 

POTHINVB. 1 have brought you our ultimatum, Czsar. 

CASAR. Ultimatum ! The door was open : you should 
have gone out through it before you declared war. You arc 
my prisoner now. [/fr goes to the chair and loosens his toga]. 

rofTHiMvo ^scornfttlly] I your prisoner! Do you know 
that you are in Alexandria, and that King Ptolemy, with 
an army outnumbering your little troop a hundred to one, 
is in possession of Alexandria ? 

CASAR [unconcernedly taking off his toga and throwing it on 
the chair] Well, my friend, get out if you can. And tell 
your friends not to kill any more Romans in the market 
plzce. Otherwise my soldiers, who do not share my ccle* 
brated clemency, will probably kill you. Britannus : pass 
the word to the guard ; and fetch my armor. [Britanntu 
rum out, Rujio returns]. Well ? 
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RUFio [pointing from tbt loggia to a thud of smoki drifting 
over thi harhor'\ See there I [Pothinus runs eagtrlj up the 
steps to look out\ 

CJBSAR. What, ablaze already ! Impossible I 

RUPio. Yes, five good ships, and a barge laden with oil 
grappled to each. But it is not my doing : the Egyptians 
have saved me the trouble. They have captured the west 
harbor. 

CiBSAR [anxiouslj\ And the east harbor ? The light- 
house, Rufio? 

RUPio [tvith a sudden splutter of raging ill usage, coming down 
to Citsar and scolding him] Can 1 embark a legion in five 
minutes ? The first cohort is already on the beach. We 
can do no more. If you want faster work, come and do it 
yourself, 

CJKSAR [soothing him] Good, good. Patience, Rufio, 
patience. 

Runo. Patience ! Who is impatient here, you or I / 
Would I be here, if I could not oversee them from that 
balcony ? 

cASAR. Forgive me, Rufio; and [anxiously] hurry them 
as much as — 

He is interrupted by an outcry as of an old man in the ex- 
tremity of misfortune. It draws near rapidly; and Theodotus 
rushes in, tearing his hair, and sqsuaking the most lamentable 
exclamations. Rufio steps back to stare at him, amazed at his 
frantic condition, Pothinsu turns to listen, 

THRODOTUS [on the steps, with uplifted arms] Horror un- 
speakable ! Woe, alas ! Help ! 

RUFIO. What now? 

CJBSAR [frowning] Who is slain ? 

THEODOTUS. Slain ! Oh, worse than the death of ten 
thousand men ! Loss irreparable to mankind ! 

RUFIO. What has happened, man ? 

THEODOTUS [rush/ng down the hall between them] The fire 
has spread from your ships. The first of the seven wonden 
of the world perishes. The library of Alexandria is in flames. 
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Runo. Ptha 1 [Quite relieved^ he gees up te the Uggia sn4 
mutehes the preparutUns $f the traps $n the heaeh\ 

emsARc Is thtt all ? 

THiODOTUS [unsshle to believe his seuses] All ! Caesar : will 
fou go down to posterity as a barbarous soldier too ignorant 
to know the value of books ? 

cssAR. Theodotus : I am an author myself ; and 1 tell 
you it is better that the Egyptians should live their lives 
than dream them away with the help of books. 

THEODOTUS [kneelings with genuine literary emetion: the 
tasshn ef the pedant\ Caesar : once in ten generations of 
men, the world gains an immortal book. 

CJKSAR [inflexible^ If it did not flatter mankind, the 
common executioner would burn it. 

THEODOTUS. Without histoiy, death will lay you beside 
your meanest soldier. 

CJSSAR. Death will do that in any case. I ask no better 
grave. 

THEODOTUS. What it burning there is the memory of 
mankind. 

cssAR. A shameful memory. Let it burn. 

THEODOTUS [wilily\ Will you destroy the past \ 

CBSAR. Ay, and build the future with its ruins. [Thee^ 
detuSf in despair, strikes himself en the temples with his fists\ 
But harken, Theodotus, teacher of kings : you who valued 
Pompey’s head no more than a shepherd values an onion, 
and who now kneel to me, with tears in your old eyes, to 
plead for a few sheepskins scrawled with errors. I can* 
not spare you a man or a bucket of water just now ; but 
you shall pass freely out of the palace. Now, away with 
you to Achillas ; and borrow his legions to put out the Are. 
[He hurries him to the steps], 

poTHiNvs [signifleant/y] You understand, Theodotus : 1 
remain a prisoner. 

THEODOTUS. A prisoner! 

CASAR. Will you Stay to talk whilst the memory of 
mankind isHbiirning? [Calling through the loggia] Ho 
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there ! Pass Theodotus out. \To Thtodotus^ Awajr with 

fOU. 

THEODOTUS [TV Pothinus\ I must go to save the library. 
\He hurries euf], 

c^SAR. Follow him to the gate, Pothinus. Bid him 
urge your people to kill no more of my soldien, for yom 
sake. 

POTHINUS. My life will cost you dear if you take it, 
Cxsar. [He gees out after Theodotus\ 

RufiOy absorbed in watching the embarkation^ does not notice 
the departure of the two Egyptians, 

RUPio [shouting from the loggia to the beaeh'\ All ready, 
there ? 

A CENTURION [from below'\ All ready. We wait for 
Cxsar. 

c^.5AR. Tell them Cscsar it coming — the rogues! 
[Calling'] Britannicus. [This magniloquent version of his 
secretary's name is one of CasaPs jokes. In later years it 
would have meant, quite seriously and officially. Conqueror oj 
Britain], 

RUPIO [calling down] Push off, all except the longboat. 
Stand by it to embark, Cxsar'i guard there. [He leaves th$ 
balcony and comes down isoto the hall]. Where are those 
Egyptians? Is this more clemency ? Have you let them go? 

QKXKU [chuckling] I have let Theodotus go to save the 
library. We must respect literature, Ruho. 

RUPIO [raging] Folly on folly's head! J believe if you 
could bring back all the dead of Spain, G«ul and Thessaly 
to life, you would do it that we might have the trouble of 
fighting them over again. 

CJBSAR. Might not the gods destroy the world if their 
only thought were to be at peace next year? [Rufio, out oJ 
all patience, turns away in anger. Cotsar suddenly grips his 
sleeve, and adds slyly in his ear] Besides, my friend : every 
Egyptian we imprison means imprisoning two Roman sol- 
diers to guard him. Eh ? 

RUPIO. Agh 1 I might have known there was some fox j 
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trick behind your fine talking. [He gets sway from Caesar 
with an ill-humereJ shrugs and gets te the haUeny for snethtr 
leek St the prefsrstiens s finally gees ent], 

CJESAK. Is Britannus asleep? I sent him for my armor 

an hour ago. [Calling] Britannicus, thou British islander. 

Bntannicus! 

Cleepatra runs in threugh the loggia with Casar^s helmet 
and swerd^ snatched from hritannus^ who follows her with a 
cuirass and greaves. They come down te C^esar^ she te his Itjl 
hsnd^ Britannsu te his right, 

CLEOPATax. I am going to dress you, C^ar. Sit down. 
[He obeys]. These Roman helmets are so becoming! [She 
takes off his wreath]. Oh ! [She bursts out laughing at him], 

CASAE. What are you laughing at? 

CLEOPATRA. Yourc bald [beginning with a big and end 
ing with a splutter], 

CASAR [almest annoyed] Cleopatra ! [He rises^ for the 
eenvenience of Britannus^ whe puts the cuirass en him], 

CLEOPATRA. So that is why you wear the wreath — to 
bide It. 

BRiTAirKUs. Peace, Egyptian : they are the bays of the 
conqueror* [He buckles tte cuirass], 

CLEOPATRA. PcEce, thou : islander! [Te C^sar] You 
^ould rub your head with strong spirits of sugar, Csesar, 
That will make it grow. 

cMtAt. [with a wry face] Cleopatra: do you like to be 
reminded that you arc very young? 

CLEOPATRA [peuting] No. 

CASAR [sitting down again, and setting out his leg for 
Britannus, whe kneels to put on his greaves] Neither do I 
like to be reminded that I am — middle aged. Let me give 
you ten of my superfluous years. That will make you 
and leave me only — no matter. Is it a bargain ? 

L’ Agreed. 26, mind. [She puts the helmet en 

btmy Oh • How nice ! You look only about 50 in it ! 

BRITANNUS [looking up severely at Cleepatra] You 
not speak in this manner to Caesar. 


must 
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CLEOPATRA. Is it truc that when Caesar caught you on 
that island, you were painted all over blue? 

BRITANNUS. Bluc is thc coloT wom by all Britons of 
good standing. In war we stain our bodies bluc ; so that 
though our enemies may strip us of our clothes and oui 
lives, they cannot strip us of our respectability. [Ht rtjfj], 
CLEOPATRA \toith Cifsar'$ stoorJ'\ Let me hang this on. 
Now you look splendid. Have they made any statues of 

you in Rome ? 

c£SAR. Yea, many statues. 

CLaopATRA, You must send for one and give it to me. 
auFiO [remirtg back into the loggia^ more impatient than /rrr] 
Now Czsar : have you done talking f The moment your 
foot is aboard there will be no bolding our men back . thc 
boats will race one another for thc lighthouse. 

CA 8 AR [drawing hit sword and trying the edge] Is this 
well set to-day, Britannicusf At Pharsalia it was as blunt 

as a barrel-hoop. . , , • 

BRITANNUS. It will split one of thc Egyptian s hairs 

to-day, Czesar. I have set it myself. 

CLEOpATRj^ [suddenly throwing her arms in terror rouna 
Caesar] Oh, you arc not really going into battle to be 

c-«sAR. No. Cleopatra. No man goes to battle to be 

killed. I 1 i_ j 

CLEOPATRA. But they do get killed. My sister s husband 

was killed in battle. You must not go. Ltt him $0 [pointing 

10 Rufio. They all laugh at her]. Oh please, pi case dont go. 

What will happen to me if you never come backf 
c^SAR [zrnvely] Arc you afraid? 

CLEOPATRA [shrinking] No. 

c/ESAR [with quiet authority] Go to thc balcony; and you 
»hall see us take thc Pharos. You must learn to look on 
battles. Go. [She goes, downcast, and looks out from the 

balcony]. That is well. Now, Rufio. March. 

CLioPATRA [suddenly cUpping her hands] Oh, you will not 

be able to go ( 
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cjKSAR. Why? What now? 

CLBOFATRA. They arc drying up the harbor with 
buckets — a multitude of soldiers — over there [pointing out 
utross tht sea to her Ufl\ — they are dipping up the water. 

auFio [hastening to look] It is true. The Egyptian army ! 
Crawling over the edge of the west harbor like locusts. 
[H^ith sudden anger he strides down to Carsar], This is your 
accursed clemency, Czsar, Theodotus has brought them. 

CiESAR [delighted at his own eleverssess] I meant him to, 
Rufio. They have come to pul out the 6re. The library 
will keep them busy whilst we seize the lighthouse. Eh ? 
[He rushes out huojrautly through the loggia, followed by 
Britannus], 

uvTio [disgustedly] Motz foxing! Agh! [He rushes off, 

A shout from the soldiers anuounees the appearance of Cstsar 
below], 

CRNTVRioif [beUw] All aboard. Give way there. 
[Another shout]. 


CLEOPATRA [wdving her scarf through the loggia arch] 

Goodbye, goodbye, dear Caesar. Come back safe. Good, 
bye! 
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The tdgi ff thejuajJn front of tht palace, Ming ent wen 
tvar the east harbor ef Alexandria to Pharos island, just oj 
the end of which, and connected with it by a narrow mole, is the 
famous lighthouse, a gigantic square tower of white marbU 
diminishing in sixe storey by storey to the top, on which stands a 
cresset beacon. The island is joined to the main land by the 
Heptastadium, a great mole or causeway five miles long bound- 
ing the harbor on the south. 

In the middle of the quay a Roman sentinel stands on guard, 
pilum in hand, looking out to the lighthouse with strained atten- 
tion, his Uft hand shading his eyes. The pilum is a stout wooden 
shaft feet long, with am iron spit about three feet long fixed 
in it. The sentinel is so absorbed that he dots not notice tht 
approach from the north end of the quay of four Egyptian 
market porters carrying rolls of carpet, preceded by Ftatateeta 

and Apollodorus the Sicilian. Apollodorus is a 
man of about 14, handsome and debonair, dressed with deliberate 
^stheticism in the most delicate purples and dove greys. With 
ornaments of bronze, axjdized silver, and stones of jade and 
agate. His sword, designed as carefully as a medieval cross, 
has a blued blade showing through an openwork scabbard of 
purple leather and filagree. The porters, conducted by Ftata- 
reeta, pass along the quay behind the sentinel to the steps of the 
palace, where they put down their bales and squat on the 
Apollodorus does not pass aUng with them: he halts, amused by 
tht preoccupation of the sentinel. 
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AFOLLODORVS [cdUiMg t$ thi stMtintl] Who goes there, eh f 

iiNTiNBL [stdrti/ig vicUntly Mnd turning with hit pilum at 
thi thurgiy rtvialing himstlf us u small^ wiry, sandy^hairtd^ 
tiustientiius ytnug mun with an tldtrly face\ Whats this ? 
Stand. Who are you ? 

APOLLODORUS. I axtt Apollodorus the Sicilian. Why, man, 
what are you dreaming of? Since I came through the lines 
beyond the theatre there, I have brought my caravan past 
three sentinels, all so busy staring at the lighthouse that 
not one of them challenged me. Is this Roman dis- 
cipline ? 

SENTINEL. We are not here to watch the land but the 
sea. Caesar has just landed on the Pharos. [Looking at 
Ftutatetta] What have you here ? Who is this piece of 
Egyptian crockery ? 

fTATATiETA. Apollodorus : rebuke this Roman dog ; and 
bid him bridle his tongue in the presence of Ftatateeta, the 
mistress of the QueenS household. 

APOLLODORUS. My friend : this is a great lady, who stands 
high with Caesar. 

SENTINEL [not at all impressed, pointing to the carpets'] And 
what is all this truck ? 

APOLLODORUS. Carpcts for the furnishing of the Queen^s 
apartments in the palace. I have picked them from the best 
carpets in the world ; and the Queen shall choose the best 
of my choosing. 

SENTINEL. So you are the carpet merchant ? 

.. APOLLODORUS [hurt] My friend : 1 am a patrician. 

SENTINEL. A patrician ! A patrician keeping a shop in- 
* stead of following arms ! 

APOLLODORUS. I d</not keep a shop. Mine is a temple of 
the arts. I am a worshipper of beauty. My calling is to 
choose beautiful things for beautiful c^ueens. My motto is 
Art for Art's ^ake. 

SENTINEL. That is not the password. 

APOLLODORUS. It U R Universal password. 

siNTiNEL. I know nothing about universal passwords 
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Either give me the password for the da^r or get back to your 
shop. 

Ftatateeta^ roused by his hostile tone^ steals towards the edge 
of the quay with the step of a panther^ and gets behind him. 

APOLLODoaus. How if I do neither? 

SENTINEL. Then I will drive this pilum through you. 

APOLLODOaus. At your service, my friend. [He draws hi) 
swordy and springs to his guard with unruffied grace], 

FTATATEETA [suddenly seizing the sentinePs arms from be- 
hind] Thrust your knife into the dog*s throat, Apollodorus. 
[ The chivalrous Apollodorus laughingly shakes his head; breaks 
ground away from the sentinel towards the palace; and lowers 
his point], 

SENTINEL [struggling vainly] Curse on you ! Let me go. 
Help ho \ 

FTATATEETA [lifting him from the ground] Stab the little 
Roman reptile. Spit him on your sword. 

A couple of Roman soldiers^ with a centurion^ come running 
along the edge of the quay from the north end. They rescue 
their comrade^ and throw off Ftatateeta^ who is sent reeling 
away on the left hand of the sentinel, 

CENTURION [an unattractive man of fifty^ short in his speech 
and manners, with a vinewood cudgel in his hand] How now? 
What is all this ? 

FTATATEETA [to Apollodorus] Why did you not stab him? 
There was time ! 

APOLLODORUS. Centuriou : I am here by order of the 
Queen to — 

[interrupting him] The Queen I Yes, yes: [to 
the sentinel] pass him in. Pass all these bazaar people in 
to the Queen, with their goods. But mind you pass no one 
out that you have not passed in — not even the Queen her- 
self. 

SENTINEL. This old woman is dangerous : she is as strong 
as three men. She wanted the merchant to stab me. 

APOLLODORUS. CcDturion : 1 am not a merchant. 1 am a 
patrician and a votary of art. 
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CINTURION. It the woman your wife ? 

AMLLODoaus \h9rrifiid^ No, no! \C 0 rretting himseij 
Not that the lady is not a striking figure in her 
own way. But [emphatically] she is not my wife. 

FTATATiBTA [t9 the cevturicn] Roman : I am Ftatateeta, 
the mistress of the Queen's household. 

CBNTuaioN, Keep your hands off our men, mistress ; or 
I will have you pitched into the harbor, though you were 
as strong as ten men. [2^ hh men] To your posts: march ! 
[He returns with his men the way they came], 

FTATATBETA [Ufiking malignantly after him] We shall see 
whom Isis loves best : her servant Ftatatceta or a dog of a 
Roman. 

SENTINEL [te Afellederus^ with a wave of his pHum towards 
the palace] Pass in there; and keep your distance. [2T«rir- 

to Ftatateeta] Come within a yard of me, you old croco> 
dilc ; and I will give you this [the pilum] in your jaws. 

CLEOPATEA [calling from the palace] Ftatatceta, Ftatateeta. 

FTATATEETA J/afl/mg up^ scaudalized] Go from the window, 
9.0 from the window. There arc men here. 

CLEOPATRA. I am coming down. 

FTATATEETA [distracted] No, no. What are you dreaming 
of ? O ye gods, ye gods ! Apollodorus : bid your men pick 
up your bales; and in with me quickly. 

APOLLODORUS. Obey the mistress of the Queen's household. 

ITATATEBTA [impatiently^ as the porters stoop to lifi the bales] 
Quick, quick : she will be out upon us. [Cleopatra comes 
from the palace and runs across the quay to Ftatateeta]. Oh 
that ever I was born I 

CLEOPATRA [eagerly] Ftatateeta: I have thought of some 
thing. 1 want a boat — at once. 

FTATATEETA. A boat ! No, DO : you cannot. Apollodorus; 
speak to the Queen. 

APOLLODORUS [g^H^tstly] Bcautiful queen : I am Apollo- 
dorus the Sicilian, your servant, from the bazaar. I have 

brought you the three most beautiful Persian carpets in the 
world to choose from. 



1 44 Three Plays for Puritans Act III 

CLEOPATHA. I have no time for carpets to-day. Get me 
a boat. 

FTATATEETA. What whim is this? You cannot go on the 

water except in the royal barge, 

apollodorus. Royalty, Ftatateeta, lies not in the barge 
but in the guccn. [To CUofatra\ The touch of your 
majesty's foot on the gunwale of the meanest boat in 
the harbor will make it royal, [tie turns to the harbor 
and calls seaward'^ Ho there, boatman ! Pull in to the 
steps. 

CLEOPATRA. Apollodotus : you are my perfect knight ; 
and I will always buy my carpets through you. [Apollo- 
dorus bows joyously. An oar appears above the quay; and the 
boatman^ a bullet-headed^ vivacious^ grinning fellow^ burnt al- 
most black by the sun, comes up a fight of steps from the w iter 
on the sentinel' s right, oar in hand, and waits at the top\ Can 

you row, Apollodorus ? . , . 

APOixoDORus. My oars shall be your majesty s wir.gs. 

Whither shall I row my Queen? 

CLEOPATRA. To thc Hghthousc. Come. [She makes for tho 

steps], .yea 

SENTINEL [opposing her with his pilum at the charge] Stand. 

You cannot pass. 

CLEOPATRA [flushing angrily] How dare you? Do you 

know that 1 am thc Queen? 

SENTINEL. 1 have my orders. You cannot pass. 
CLEOPATRA. I will make Caesar have you killed if you do 

not obey me. . , /r 

SENTINEL, He will do worse to me if I disobey ray omccr. 

Stand back. 

CLEOPATRA. Ftatatccta : strangle him. 

SENTINEL [alarmed— looking apprehensively at Ftatateeta, 

and brandishing his pilum] Keep off, there, 

CLEOPATRA [running to Apollodorus] Apollodorus; make 

your slaves help us. i i j r u 

APOLLODORUS. I shall Dot nccd their help, lady, [tii 

his sword]. Now, soldier : choose which weapon Toa 
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sroLuoDoaos. Well. Centurion ; and has no, the light- 
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house been within the Roman lines since Czs&r landed 
there ? 

CLEOPATRA. Yes, yes. Answer that, if you can. 
CENTURION [to Apollodorus'\ As for you, Apollodorui, you 
may thank the gods that you are not nailed to the palace 
door with a pilum for your meddling. 

APOLLODORUS [urhaneiy} My military friend, I was not 
born to be slain by so ugly a weapon. When 1 fall, it will 
be [holding up his stoord~\ by this white queen of arms, the 
only weapon fit for an artist. And now that you are con- 
vinced that we do not want to go beyond the lines, let me 
finish killing your sentinel and depart with the Queen. 

CENTURION [ns thi sentinel makes an angry demonstration^ 
Peace there. Cleopatra : I must abide by my orders, and 
not by the subtleties of this Sicilian, You must withdraw 
into the palace and examine your carpets there. 

CLEOPATRA [pouting"] I will not : I am the Queen. C*sar 
does not speak to me as you do. Have Caesar s centurions 
changed manners with his scullions? 

CENTURION [sulkily^ I do my duty. That is enough for 

me. • j • 

APOLLODORUS. Majcstyi when a stupid man is doing 

something he is ashamed of, he always declares that it is 
his duty. 

CENTURION [^ngry] Apollodorus — 

APOLLODORUS [interrupting him with defiant elegance] I will 
make amends for that insult with my sword at fitting time 
and place. Who says artist, says duellist. [To Cleopatra] 
Hear my counsel, star of the east. Until word comes to 
these soldiers from Csesar himself, you arc a prisoner. Let 
me go to him with a message from you, and a present ; and 
before the sun has stooped half way to the arms of the sea, 
I will bring you back Caesar’s order of release. 

CENTURION [sneering at him] And you will sell the Queen 

the present, no doubt. 

APOLLODORUS. CcntuHon: the Queen shall have from me, 

without payment, as the unforced tribute of Sicilian tastr 
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10 EgyptUn bciuty, the richest of these carpets for her 
present to C«sar. 

CLBOPATKA [rxtfW/j,, /# tht cinturion] Now you see 
what an ignorant common creature you are ' 

ciNTywoN Well, . fool .nd hi. ware, are .oon 

parted. [Hi turns t$ hss men]. Two more men to this post 
here ; and see that no one leaves the palace but this man 
wd his acrchandia^ If he draws his sword again inside 
the lines, kill him. To your posta March. 

Hi gas cut, Uavsng twi auxiliary sentinels with the ether 
AFOLLODoaus [with pelite goodfelUwship] My friends : will 
you not Mtcr the palace and bury our quarrel in a bowl of 

wine? [He takes out his purse^ jingling the eeins in it]. The 

Queen has presents for you all. 

saraNHL [very sulky] You heard our orders. Get about 
your business. 

nasT AuxiLiAET. Yes: you ought to know better. Off 
with you. 

sacoND AUXIUABY [looking longingly at the purse — this 

w 4 hooknosed man, unlike his comrade, who is squab 
f^etd] Do not tantalize a poor man. ^ 

APOLLODoaus [/a CUopatra] Pearl of Queens: the cen- 

when his officer is looking. I must carry your word to Cjesar. 

CLEOPATAA [who has been meditating among the carpets] Are 

these carpets very heavy ? r s 

ApoLLODORus. No, Too small. 

CLBOPAT^. But you can take a carpet to C*sar in it if 
1 tena one r 
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APOLLODORUS. Assurcdlf. 

CLEOPATRA. And you will have it carried gently down 
the steps and take great care of it? 

APOLLODORUS. Depend on me. 

CLEOPATRA. Great, g r e R t carc ? 

APOLLODORUS. More than of my own body. 

CLEOPATRA. You will promise me not to let the porters 
drop it or throw it about? 

APOLLODORUS. PUce the most delicate glass goblet in the 
palace in the heart of the roll. Queen ; and if it be broken, 
my head shall pay for it. 

CLEOPATRA. Good. Comc, Ftatatccta. [FfatdtffU ftmet 
to her. Apolhdorui offers to squire them into the palace\ No 
Apollodorus, you must not comc. I will choose a carpet foj 
myself. You must wait here. [She runs into the palace\ 

APOLLODORUS [to the porters'^ Follow this lady [indicating 
Fta/Jteeta] ; and obey her. 

The porters rise and take up their hales, 

PTATATEBTA [addressing the porters as if they were vermin^ 
This way. And take your shoes off before you put your feet 
on those stairs. 

She goes in^ followed by the porters with the carpets. Mean 
while Apollodorus gets to the edge of the quay and looks out over 
the harbor. The sentinels keep their eyes on him malignantly. 

APOLLODORUS [addressing the sentinel^ My friend — 

SENTINEL [rudely'\ Silence there. 

FIRST AUXILIARY. Shut youF muzzlc, you. 

SECOND AUXILIARY [in a half whisper^ glnncing apprehen- 
sively towards the north end of the qieay'\ Cant you wait a 
bit ? 

APOLLODORUS, Paticncc, worthy three -headed donkey. 

They mutter ferociously ; hut he is not at all intimidated^ 
Listen : were you set here to watch me, or to watch the 
Egyptians ? 

SENTINEL. Wc know OUT duty. 

APOLLODORUS. ThcD why dont you do it ? There is some- 
thing poinj on over there [pointing sovthwestward to tht mole\ 
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fiicTiNiL [sulkUy'\ I do not need to be told what to do 
bj the like of you. 

AroLLODORus. [Hi hgins sh$uting'\ Ho there, 

Centurion. Hoiho ! 

iiNTiiiiL. Curse your meddling. [Situting\ Hoiho! 
Alarm ! Alarm I 


natT AND IICOND AUZILIARIKS. Alarm! alarm! Hoiho! 
T6* CintmHin comes running in with his guard. 
ciNTyaioN. What now ? Ha» the old woman attacked 
TOU again? [Seeing Apollodortts\ Arc you here atill? 

APOLLODoaui [pointing ns he/ore] See there. The Egyp- 
nans arc moving. They are going to recapture the Pharo». 
They will attack by tea and land : by land along the great 
mole; by tea from the wett harbor. Stir yourselves, my 
milita^ friendt : the hunt is up. [A clangor of trumpets from 
several points along the ^uaj\. Aha ! I told you so. 

ciNTuaiOH [quickly] The two extra men pass the alarm 

to the south posts. One man keep guard here. The rest 
with me — quick, 

7^/ two auxiliary sentinels run off to the south. The cen- 
tuf'ion and ms guard run off northward ; and immediately after^ 
wards the hucina sounds. The four porters come from tha palace 
carrying a carpet, followed by Ftatateeta. 

apprehensively] You again* 
[The porters stop], ® ' 


fTATATEETA. Pcacc, Roman fellow : you are now single- 
handed. Apollodorus : this carpet is Cleopatra’s present to 
C»ar. It has rolled up in it ten precious goblets of the 
minnest Ibenan crystal, and a hunted eggs of the sacred 
blue pigeon. On your honor, let not one of them be broken. 

APOLLOimaus. On my head be it! [To the porters] Into 
the boat with them carefully. 

The porters carry the carpet to the steps. 

nasT PORTEa [looking down at the boat] Beware what you 

do, sir Those eggs of which the lady speaks must weigh 

more than • pound apiece. This boat is too small for such 
a load. 
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BOATMAN \excitedly rushing up th$ sups] Oh thou injur- 
ious porter! Oh thou unnatural son of a shc-camcl! [TTi 
ApoUodorui\ My boat, sir, hath often carried five men. 
Shall it not carry your lordship and a bale of pigeons’ eggs? 
[ To the porter\ Thou mangey dromedary, the gods shall pun- 
ish thee for this envious wickedness. 

FIRST PORTER \stolidlj\ I cRunot quit this bale now to 
beat thee ; but another day 1 will lie in wait for thee. 

APOLLODORus [going betvften them\ Peace there. If the 
boat were but a single plank, I would get to Cxsar on it. 

FTATATEBTA [anxiously\ In the name of the gods, Apollo- 
dorus, run no risks with that bale. 

APOLLODORUS. Fear not, thou venerable grotesque : I 
guess its great worth. [To the porters'\ Down with it, I say; 
and gently ; or ye shall eat nothing but stick for ten days. 

The boatman goes down the steps^ followed by the porters with 
the bale: Ftatateeta and Apollodorus watching from the edge* 

APOLLODORUS. Gently, my sons, my children — [with sud- 
den alarm'\ gently, ye dogs. Lay it level in the stern — so 
— tis well. 

FTATATEBTA [streaming down at one of the porters] Do not 
step on it, do not step on it. Oh thou brute beast I 

FIRST PORTER [ascending] Be not excited, mistress: all is 
-well. 

FTATATEBTA [ panting] All well ! Oh, thou hast given my 
heart a turn ! [She clutches her side^ g^tping], 

, The four porters have now come up and are waiting at the 
stair head to be paid. 

APOLLODORUS, Hcfc, yc hungry ones. [He gives money to 
the first porter^ who holds it in his hand to shew to the others* 
They crowd greedily to see how much it is^ quite prepared^ 
after the Eastern fashion^ to protest to heaven against thiif 
patron's stinginess. But his liberality overpowers them], 

FIRST PORTER. O bountcous princc ! 

SECOND PORTER. O lord of the bazaar! 

THIRD PORTER. O favorcd of the gods! 

FOURTH PORTER. O father to all the porters of the market 
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SBNTINBL threatening them fiercely with his pilum\ 

Hcncc, dogi : off. Out of this. [They fiy befere him nerd 
wnrd aUng the ^nay], 

ATOLLODOBUS. Firewcll, Ftautceuu I shall be at the 
lighthouse before the Egyptians. [Ife descends the steps\ 

speed thee and protect my nurs- 


The sentry returns fr$m chusing the porters and looks down 

et the boat, standing near the stairhead lest Ftatateeta should 
attempt to escape. 


^LUDOKUs \fr»m imtath, u tie beat mevti F*re- 
well, valiant pilum pitcher. ** 

siNTiKBL. Farewell, shopkeeper. 

AFOLLODORUS Ha, ha! Pull, thou brave boatman, pull, 

5oh^-<^o^ t [//> barcarolle measure to the 

rhythm of the oars'\ 


My heart, mjr heart, spread out thy wioest 
Shake off thy heavy load of love— 

Give me the oars, O son of a snail. 


SEimNaL [threatening Ftatateeta] Now mistress: back to 
your henhouse, tn with you. 

ftatateita [falling on her knees and stretching her hands 
ever t^ watert] God. of the .eas, bear her lafely to the 


.INTIHIL. Bear who .afely? What do you mean? 
rrATATEaTA [ieciiag darklj at i/m] God. of Egypt and of 
Vengeance, let this Roman fool be beaten like a dog by 
his captain for suffering her to be taken over the waters'. 

SENTINEL. Accursed one: is she then in the boat? f//o 
calls over the sea] Hoiho, there, boatman ! Hoihol 
apollodorus [singing in the distance] 

My heart, my heart, be whole and freei 
Love u tht&e only cnemya 

tnerniaCs J/giting dnt, sit, munth- 
mg dates ea a faggcl ef inuitaetd eutiidt tie detr ef the l/ght- 
beme, nhui teaer, gigaatu f tie cUuds n hu le/l. Hit 
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helmet^ full $/ dattsfs btiween his knees £ and a leathern bettU 
if wine is by bis side» Behind him the great stene pedestal ij 
the lighthouse is shut in from the open sea by a low stone para- 
pety with a couple of steps in the middle to the broad coping. A 
huge chain with a hook hangs down from the lighthouse crane 
above his head. Faggots like the one he sits on lie beneath it 
ready to be drawn up to feed the beacon. 

Citsar is standing on the step at the parapet looking out 
anxiously^ evidently ill at ease. Brit annus comes out of the 
lighthouse door^ 

RUPio. Well, my British islander. Have you been up to 
the top \ 

BRiTANNVS. I have. I reckon it at 200 feet high. 

RUPIO. Anybody up there ? 

BRITANNU3. Onc eldcriy Tyrian to work the cranes 
and his ion, a well conducted youth of 14. 

RUPIO [looking at the chain] What ! An old man and ■ 
boy work that! Twenty men, you mean. 

BRiTANNUs. Two only, I assure you. They have counter- 
weights, and a machine with boiling water^ in it which I 
do not understand ; it is not of British design. They use 
it to haul up barrels of oil and faggots to burn in the brazier 
on the roof. 

RUPIO. But — 

BRITANNUS. Excuscmc: I came down because there arc 

messengers coming along the mole to us from the island. 
I must see what their business is. [He hurries out past the 
lighthouse]. 

CASAR [coming away from the parapet^ shivering and out oj 
sorts] Ruho: this has been a mad expedition. We shall 
be beaten. I wish I knew how our men are getting on 
with that barricade across the great mole. 

RUPIO [angrily] Must I leave my food and go starving to 
bring you a report t 

CSSAR [soothing him nervously] No, Ruho, no. Eat, my 
son, eat. He takes another tum^ Rufo chewing dates mean- 
while]. The Egyptians cannot be such fools as not to storm 
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j C 

n.t T \^*iJ 5”* ^ "* ivoidible 

nik. I ihould not have come to Eg 7 pt, 

»wno. An hour ago you were all for victorr 

- “yUh/'' 

' ''”* ■ “■ ‘'- ‘'''' "" ‘ 
cjiiAE. Whtt are theae for? 

m^AA ? 'o™'* 'j *«'• •'* ‘lown before^ hit 

S S'™!'" i.... .~.h=. U 

out ^•'*’ = I «u an old man - worn 

orimr^^pl T’ L Achillas is still in his 

I «nnL ’, * and I have had mine : 

are not Ld“n *(!“■ f^f'fulntss'^ These daxs 

tm\ What now? 

h.v!r t J [?"««/> Our brave Rhodian mariners 
C w7*,7l There ! [//, ,hr.w, th, i,g d»vn «t 

tain’.*in*rk "l' v“ This bag con- 

and^t'h P*”'** Pompey’s 

party and the army of occupation here. ^ ^ 

CAI$AR. Well ? 

The n7l r"’ -•>» foes' ait 

I he name of every man who has plotted against you since 

you grossed the Rubicon may be in' these pf^ers. forall w.' 

CASAR. Put them in the fire. 
aaiTAMMus. Put them — [hi gasps^X I | | 
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cj«SAR. In the fire. Would you hive me waste the next 
three yean of my life in proscribing and condemning men 
who will be my friends when I have proved that my 
friendship is worth more than Pompey’s was — than Cato s 
is. O incorrigible British islander : am I a bull dog, to seek 
quarrels merely to shew how stubborn my jaws are f 
BiiTANiros. But your honor — the honor of Rome 
cJESAX. I do not make human sacrifices to my honor, as 
your Druids do. Since you will not burn these, at least 1 
can drown them. [Ht picks up the tag and throws it over the 

taraptt intt tht sia\ . . . 

' aarTANNOS. C*sar : this is mere 
traitors to be allowed to go free for the sake of a 
avno [rising] Cxsar : when the islander 

Liling water machine. [He goes into t^ hghthouse\ 

BRITANNUS [with genuine feeling] O , 

master, if I could but persuade you to regard life senpusly, 

as men do in my country ! 

c*SAa. Do they truly do to, Bntannus? 
britanhus. Have you not been there I Have you n 
seen them f What Briton speaks at you do in your momenu 
of levity ? What Briton neglecU to attend the ** 

the sacTed grove? What Briton wear, clothes of many 
Toiras yof do, instead of plain blue a, all solid, well 

esteemed men should? These are moral ^ 

c^sAR. Well. well, my friend: 'O'”' jf; “’must 
down and have a blue toga, perhaps 
ect on as best I can in my flippant Roman way. [ 

\rus comes p.st the lighthouse]. What now ? 

BRITANNUS [lurning quickly, and challenging the stranger 
haughtiness] 'HXsL u 1.^01 Who are you? How 

did you come here ? . i am not 

AroLLODoaus. Calm yourself, my 
going to cat you. I have come by boat, from Alexandria. 

vnth precious giifts for C*sar, 
cAsAa. From Alexandria ! 
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BRITAHKVS [uvere/^] Th»t it Csestr, »ir. 

«vno [dpftaring tt It* light h*uu d»*r\ Whtts the m»ttei 

DOW? 

^LLODORuj. H«il,gre»t C*sRr! I .m Apollodorus the 
Sicilian, an aitiit. 

BRiTANNus. An artiit! Why have they admitted thii 
▼•gabond } 

cssARa Peace, z&an. Apollodorut ti a famous patrician 
amateur. 

BRITAKNUS \dis€9n<trttd^ 1 crave the gentleman*! pardon. 
C^iar] I understood him to say that he was a profes- 
sional. [SomenSat cur cf countenance, he aiictos Apollcdorus u 
approach Ca$ar, changing places with him, Rufio, after look- 
ing ApcUodcrus up and down with marked disparagenunt^ goes 
to the other side of the platform\ 

CJESAR. You are welcome, Apollodorui. What is your 
business ? 

APOLU>DORus. First, to deliver to you a present from the 
Queen of Queens. 

CASAR. Who is that? 

APOLLODORUS. Cleopatra of Egypt. 

CJESAR [taking him into his confidence in his most winning 
manner] Apollodorus : this is no time for playing with 
presents Pray you, go back to the Queen, and tell her 
that If all goes well I shall return to the palace this evening. 

AKLLODORVS. Cacsar : I cannot return. As I approached 
the lighthouse, some fool threw a great leathern bag into 
the sea. It broke the nose of my boat ; and I had hardly 

time to get myself and my charge to the shore before the 
poor little cockleshell sank. 

c«SAR. I am sorry, Apollodorus. The fool shall be re- 
buked. Well, well : what have you brought me ? The 
Queen will be hurt if I do not look at it« 

RVFio. Have we time to waste on this trumpery? The 
Queen ia only a child* 

w disappoint 

Bcr, What IS the present, Apollodorus? 
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APOLLODORUt. Czstf : it ■ PersiAD CATpct — a beauty'! 
An<5 in it arc — so I am told — pigeona* eggs and crystal 
goblets and fragile precious things. I dare not for my 
head have it carried up that narrow ladder from the cause- 
way. 

RUFio. Swing it up by the crane, then. We will send 
the eggs to the cook; drink our wine from the goblets; 
and the carpet will make a bed for Caesar. 

APOLLODORui. Thc cranc I Caesar : I have sworn to 
tender this bale of carpet as 1 tender my own life, 

CJBSAR \€httrfuUy\ Then let them swing you up at the 
same time ; and if thc chain breaks, you and the pigeons’ 
eggs will perish together. [Hf goes to the chain and looks up 
along it, examining it cnriously\ 

APOLLODORUB [/p Britannus Is Caesar serious? 

BRiTANNus. His manner is frivolous because he is an 

Italian ; but he means what he says. 

APOLLODORUS. Scrious or not, he spake well. Give me a 
squad of soldiers to work the crane. 

BRITANNUS. Lcavc thc crane to me. Go and await the 

descent of the chain. 

APOLLODORUS. Good. You will prcscntly see me there 
^turning to them all and pointing with an eloquent gesture to the 
sky above the parapet\ rising like thc sun with my treasure. 

He goes back the way he came* Britannus goes into the 

lighthouse, 

RUPio \ill*humoredly'\ Arc you really going to wait here 
for this foolery, Caesar? 

CASAR [backing away from the crane as it gives signs oj 
working^ Why not? 

RUPIO. Thc Egyptians will let you know why not if they 
have the sense to make a rush from the shore end of thc 
mole before our barricade is finished. And here we are 
waiting like children to see a carpet full of pigeons ^85*' 

The chain rattles^ and is drawn up high enough to clear the 
parapet. It then swings round out of sight behind the lighthouse, 

CiStsAR. Fear not. my son Rufio. When thc first Egyptian 
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takM hii Ent itep •long the mole, the ilirm will sound: 
>nd we two will reach the b«rric«de from our end before 
the B^tiuis reach it from their end — we two, Rufio : L 

•n u ^ hii biggest boy. And the old man 

will be there first. So peace ; and give me some more dates. 

aroLLODoaus /fi, Soho, haul awav. 

""" r,mnd again 

fr,m bih,nd tba hghth.u„. Jp.Uadaru, is swinging in thi air 

wt ts hmU 9f earftt at tht and f/" //, Ht krtaks int$ sang at 
k* taars abavt the farapet\ * 

Aloftj Aloft, behold the blue 

That never ibooe in women '• ejee 

f^Z *!'*•" ' •“'P,**"- P' """ >■'»]. Further round ! 

IJ/fe ehatn eames farward ahave the flatfarmX 

"/] Lower away there. {Tht ehain and it, 
Uad htgtn ft dttctnd], 

^^LtoDoaus [ta/Zing nf] Gently — slowly — mind the 


aurio [ta//,ng np] Easy there — slowly — slowly. 

“rt dtptiitid safely ,n thi flag, in 
ht snsddU ,f the platform. Rufl, and C^sar help ApolUdtru, 
<• east off tht ehain from tht halt. ' ^ ‘^oaoru, 

Runo. Haul up. 

Tht ehain rise, elear of their head, with a rattle. Britan- 
eZ//,"" ''&>’*l”ust and help, them to nneord the 

Stand off- my 

fincndi : let Caeiar see. [He thraws the carpet epenl, 

Runo. Nothing but a heap of shawls. Where are the 
pigeons eggs? 

c*sarj and search for them 

among the shawls. 

nvno [drawing his sword] Ha, treachery ! Keep back. 
C*8ar : I saw the shawl move : there is something alive 

aaiTAHKUs [drawing his sward] It is a serpent. 
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APOLLODORus. Darcs Caesar thrust his hand into the sack 
where the serpent moves? 

RUFio [turning on Treacherous dog — 

CJSSAR. Peace. Put up your swords. Apollodorus : your 
serpent seems to breathe very regularly. [He thrusts his 
hand under the shatols and draws out a bare arm\ This is a 
pretty little snake. 

RUFIO [drawing out the other arm^ Let us have the rest of 
you. 

They pull Cleopatra up by the wrists into a sitting position* 
Britannus^ seandalixed, sheathes his sword with a drive of 
protest* 

CLEOPATRA [gasping Oh, I*m smothered. Oh, C«esar, s 
man stood on me in the boat ; and a great sack of some- 
thing fell upon me out of the sky ; and then the boat sank ; 
and then 1 was swung up into the air and bumped down. 

CJBSAR [petting her as she rises and takes refuge on his 
breast] Well, never mind : here you arc safe and sound at 
last. 

RUFIO. Ay; and now that she is here, what arc we to 
do with her ? 

BRiTANNus. She cannot stay here, Caesar, without the 
companionship of some matron. 

CLEOPATRA [Jealously^ to Cifsar^ who is obviously perplexed] 

Arnt you glad to see me ? 

CJBSAR. Yes, yes; 1 am very glad. But Rufio is very 
angry; and Britannus is shocked. 

CLEOPATRA [contemptuously] You can have their heads cut 

off, can you not? 

CJESAR. They would not be so useful with their heads 

cut off as they are now, ray sea bird. 

RUFIO [to Cleopatra] We shall have to go away presently 
and cut some of your Egyptians' heads off. How will you 
like being left here with the chance of being captured by 
that little brother of yours if we arc beaten? 

CLEOPATRA. But you mustnt leave me alone. C«sar 
you will not leave me alone, will you? 
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awno. Whit! not when the trumpet lounds ind *11 our 

avc* depend on OesirU being *t the btrrietde before the 
figyptiins retch it ? £h ? 

CLiopATiA. Let them lose their lives : they tre onh 
toldiers. ' ^ 


CASAi [gravtly^ Cleopttr* : when that trumpet sounds. 

we must tike every man his life in hU hand, and throw it 

m the face of Death. And of my soldiers who have trusted 

me there is not one whose hand I shall not hold more 

Mcred than your head. [CUtpatra is •vertohelmtd, Hir syes 

fill With tiarj\ Apollodorus ; you must take her back to the 
palace. 

APOLtoDoius. Am I a dolphin, Czsar, to cross the seas 
with young ladies on my back? My boat is sunk; all 
yours w either at the barricade or have returned to the 

city. I will ^1 one if I can ; that is all I can do. \Hi 
gtfs hash t» tht tasts€way\ 

ctEOFATiA {struggling with hir tars] It does not matter. 
I will not go back. Nobody cares for me. 

CBSAi. Cleopatra^ 

CLEOPATRA. You Want me to be killed. 

c*SAR [////; wfirs gravsly] My poor child : your life 
matters little here to anyone but yourself. [Sht givts war 
^llogtjher at this, eusting herstlf dnum m thi faggots waping. 
Suddenly a gnat tumult is heard in the distance, bucinas and 
trumpets sounding through a storm of shouting. Britannus 
rushes to the parapet and looks along the mole, Cstsar and 
Kufio turn to one another with fuick intelligence^ 

CJBSAR. Come. Rufio. 

CLEOPATRA [scrambling to her knees and clinging to himl 

No. no. Do not leave me, Caesar, [//e snatches his skirt 
from her clutch\ Oh ! 

BR^ANNUI [from the parapet] Caesar : we are cut off. 

I he Egyptians have landed from the west harbor between 
us and the barricade ! ! ! 

»urio r, Curses! It is true. We .re c.uiht 

like rats in a trap. ^ 
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CJBSA» \ruthfuUj\ Rufio. Rufio : my men tt the byri- 
cade are between the sea party and the shore party. I have 

avFio baik from thi parapet to C^tar t right hand\ 

Ay ■ that comes of fooling with this girl here. 

AFOLLODoaus [coming up quichl, from the eauteutaj] Look 

over the parapet, Ca:sar. , . , 

oBSAaf We have looked, my friend. We must defend 

ovrtelvei here. ... 

AFOLLODoaui. I have thrown the ladder into the sea. 

They cannot get in without it. 

aurio. Ay ; and we cannot get out. Have you thought 
a^oVlodorus. Not get out! Why not? You have ships 

are standing in towards ui already. [C^iar qutcklj joms 

Bnlaunu; at the parapet]. . u u-, 

aoFio [to Apollodorn, impatiently] And by what road 

are we to walk to the galleys, pray ? , , „ . . 

APOLUiooauB [tvith gay, defiant rhetor, e] By the road that 

lead, everywhere -the diamond path of the sun and 

moon. Have you never seen the child . 

The Broken Bridge? “Duck, and geese with ease get o^^ver 
— eh ? [He throw, away hi, tloak and tap, and kind, ht. 

m»rd in hh hack\ 

Rurio. What tre you talking about? 

AWLLOOoau.. I will shew you. [Calling to Britannut] 

How far off is the nearest galley? 

BaiTANNUs. Fifty fathom. , 

cMSARo No, no; they are further off than they ® 

this clear air to your British eyes. Nearly quarter of a mile, 

^^PO^LODoaus. Good. Defend yourselves here unO. I 

.end you a boat from that galley. 

aUFio. Have you wings, perhaps ? ., 

APOLUiDoau.. Water wings, soldier. Behold ! 
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Ht runs up the steps between Casar and Britannus te the 
eeping ef the parapets springs inte the air: and plunges head 
feremest inte the sea, 

CM9KK [/He a seheelhey — wildly excited^ Bravo, bravo! 
[Threwing eff his eloak] By Jupiter, I will do that too. 

auno [seizing bim\ You are mad. You shall not. 

CJBSAR. Why not ? Can I not swim as well as he ? 

avno [franti(\ Can an old fool dive and swim like a 
young one? He is twenty-five and you are fifty. 

CJBSAR [breaking lease from Rujie'\ Old ! ! ! 

BRiTAKNUs [sheeked'\ Rufio : you forget yourself. 

cssAR. I will race you to Uie galley for a week’s pay, 
father Rufio. 

CLioPATRA. But me ! me ! ! me ! ! I what is to become 
of me ? 

c&SAR. I will carry you on my back to the galley like 
a dolphin. Rufio : when you see me rise to the surface, 
throw her in : I will answer for her. And then in with 
you after her, both of you. 

CLEOPATRA. No, no, NO. I shall be drowned. 

BRtTAKNUs. Cssar : 1 am a man and a Briton, not a fish. 
I must have a boat. I cannot swim. 

CLEOPATRA. Neither can I. 

CJBSAR [to Britannus'\ Stay here, then, alone, until I 
recapture the lighthouse : I will not forget you. Now, 
Rufio. 

RUFIO. You have made up your mind to this folly? 

CASAR. The Egyptians have made it up for me. What 
else is there to do? And mind where you jump: 1 do not 
want to get your fourteen stone in the small of my back as 
I come up. [He runs up the steps and stands on the coping"]. 

BRITANNUS [anxiously] One last word, Cssar. Do not 
let yourself be seen in the fashionable part of Alexandria 
until you have changed your clothes. 

CASAR [tailing over the sea] Ho, Apollodorus : [he points 
tkyward and quotes the barcarolle] 

The white upon the blue tbove * 


M 


Act 111 


162 Three Plays for Puritans 

APOLLODORUS [iwiffjfniftg in the distance^ 

Is purple on the green below — 

CJ 5 SAR \exultantly\ Aha ! \He plunges into the sea\ 
cLEOPATRj^ \running excitedly te the steps'^ Oh, let me see* 
He will be drowned [Rufio seixes her'\ — Ah — ah — ah — 
ah ! [//r pitches her screaming into the sea, Rufio and Britan- 

nus roar with laughter^. 

BUFio looking down after her^ He has got her. [7^ 
Britannus] Hold the fort, Briton. Caesar will not forget 

you. [He springs off\, , . 

BRITANNUS [running to the steps to watch them as they swtmj 

All safe, Rufio? 

RUPio [swimming] All safe. 

CJESAR [swimming further off] Take refuge up there by 
the beacon ; and pile the fuel on the trap door, Britannut- 
BRiTANNUs [calling in reply] I will first do so, and then 
commend myself to my country’s gods. [A sound of cheering 
from the sea. Britannus gives full vent to bis excitement]. The 
boat has reached him ; Hip, hip, hip, hurrah ! 



ACT IV 


CUfatr^s S 9 using in tht tost harbor of Alixandria foas in 
Oftober 48 In March 47 she is passing the afternoon in 
her boudoir in the palace^ among a bevy of her ladiesy listening 
to a slave girl who is playing the harp in the middle of the room. 
The harpist's master, an old musician, with a listed face, promi- 
nent brows, white beard, moustache and eyebrows twisted and 
hortsed at the ends, and a consciously keen and pretentious ex- 
pression, is squatting on the floor close to her on her right, 
watching her performance. Ftatateeta is in attendance near 
the door, in front of a group of female slaves. Except the harp 
player all are seated: Cleopatra in a chair opposite the door on 
the other side of the room t the rest on the ground. Cleopatra's 
ladies are all young, the most conspicuosu being Char mi an and 
Iras, her favorites. Charmian is a hatchet faced, terra cotta 
colored little goblin, swift in her movements, and neatly flnished 
at the hands and feet. Iras is a plump, goodnatured creature, 
rather fatuous, with a profusion of red hair, and a tendency to 
giggle on the slightest provocation. 

CLEOPATRA. CrD I — > 

FTATATBETA \insolently, to the player"] Peace, thou ! The 
Queen speaks. [The player stops]. 

CLEOPATRA [to the old mtuician] I want to learn to play 
the harp with my own hands. Csesar loves music. Can 
you teach me ? 

MUSiciAff. AMuredly I and no one else can teach the 
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queen. Have I not digeovered the lost method of the 
ancient Egyptians, who could make a pyramid tremble by 
touching a bass string? All the other teachers are quacks: 

I have exposed them repeatedly. 

CLEOPATRA. Good : you shall teach me. How long will 

It take ? 

MUSICIAN. Not very long : only four years, Yom 
Majesty must first become proficient in the philosophy of 
Pythagoras. 

CLEOPATRA. Has shc \indkating tht slave] become pro- 
ficient in the philosophy of Pythagoras? 

MUSICIAN. Oh, she is but a slave. She learns as a dog 

learns. 

CLEOPATRA. Well, then, I will learn as a dog learns; for 
shc plays better than you. You shall give me a lesson every 
day for a fortnight. [The musician hastily scrambles to his 
feet and bows profoundly]. After that, whenever I strike a 
false note you shall be flogged ; and if I strike so many 
that there is not time to flog you, you shall be thrown into 
the Nile to feed the crocodiles. Give the girl a piece of 
gold ; and send them away. 

MUSICIAN [much taken aback^ But true art will not be 
thus forced. 

pTATATEETA [pushing him out] ^Vhat is this? Answering 
the Queen, forsooth. Out with you. 

He is pushed out by Ftatateeta, the girl following with her 
harpy amid the laughter of the ladies and slaves, 

CLEOPATRA, Now, Can any of you amuse me ? Have you 
any stories or any news ? 

IRAS. Ftatateeta — 

CLEOPATRA. Oh, Ftatateeta, Ftatateeta, always Ftatateeta. 

Some new tale to set me against her. 

IRAS. No : this time Ftatateeta has been virtuous. [AU 
the ladies laugh — not the slaves]. Pothinus has been trying 

to bribe her to let him speak with you. 

CLEOPATRA [wrathfully] Ha ! you all sell audiences with 
me, as if I saw whom you olease, and not whom I please. 
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I ihoald like to know how much of her gold piece that 
harp girl will have to give up before she leaves the 
palace. 

IRAS, We can easily find out that for you. 

7^ iadUs laugh, 

CLEOPATRA \fr9wnin^ You laugh ; but take care, take 
care. I will find out some day how to make myself served 
as Caesar is served. 

CHARMIAN. Old hooknose! \Thty laugh again\ 

CLEOPATRA \rtvolted\ Silence. Charmian : do not you 
be a silly little Egyptian fool. Do you know why I allow 
you all to chatter impertinently just as you please, instead 
of treating you as Ftatateeta would treat you if she were 
Queen i 

CHARMIAN. Because you try to imitate Caesar in every- 
thing ; and he lets everybody say what they please to him. 

CLBOPATRA. No ; but because I asked him one day why 
he did so; and he said “Let your women talk; and you 
will learn something from them.” What have I to learn 
from them? I said. “What they arc,” said he; and oh! 
you should have seen his eye as he said it. You would have 
curled up, you shallow things. \They laugh, Sht turns 
firrtelj on Iras\ At whom are you laughing — at me or at 
Cesar? 

IRAS. At Cesar. 

CLEOPATRA. If you wcrc not a fool, you would laugh at 
me; and if you were not a coward you would not be afraid 
to tell me so. \Ftatate$ta returns'], Ftatateeta : they tell 
me that Pothinus has offered you a bribe to admit him to 
my presence. 

PTATATBBTA [protesting] Now by my father's gods — 

CLEOPATRA [cutting her short despotically] Have 1 not told 
you not to deny things? You would spend the day calling 
your father's gods to witness to your virtues if I let you. 
Go take the bribe; and bring in Pothinus. [Ftatateeta is 
ohomt to reply]. Dont answer me. Go. 

Ftatateeta goes out { and Cleopatra rises and begins to protul 
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to and fro between her chair and the door, meditating. All rise 

and stand, , , . , 

IRAS {as she reluctantly rises'\ Hcigho ! I wish Cffisar were 

back in Rome. . » i r 

CLEOPATRA {threateningly^ It will be a bad day for you 

all when he goes. Oh, if I were not ashamed to let him 

tee that I am as cruel at heart as my father, I would make 

you repent that speech! Why do you wish him away? 

CHARMIAN. He makes you so terribly prosy and serious 

and learned and philosophical. It is worse than being 

religious, at our ages. {The ladies laugh], 

CLEOPATRA. Ccase that endless cackling, will you. Hold 

^°“cHA "r'N re Agnation-] Well, well: we must 

Thly laugh ^Igain. Cleopatra rages silently as she renuntses 
to proll to and fro. Ftatateeta comes back with Pothinus, 
tohe halts on the threshold. 

rrATATErrA {at the door] Pothinus craves the ear of the 
CLEOPATRA. There, there : that will do : let come 
in. \Sh, resumes her seat. All sit down ‘=‘repi Pothtnus ^h. 
advances to the middle of the room. Ftatateeta takes krr firmer 
place.] Well, Pothinus : what is the latest news from your 

\haughtily] I am no friend of rebellion. And 

a prisoner docs not receive news. 

CLEOPATRA. You are no more a 
than Cxsar is. These six months we 

in this palace by my subjects. You are allowed to wa k 
on the bMch among the soldiers. Can I go further my , 

" poth^n”s'Vou are but a child. Cleopatra, and do not 

understand these matters. ... a lu kim 

The ladies laugh. Cleopatra looks tnscrutably 
CHARMIAN. I see you do not know the latest new^ 

Polhinut. 

POTHINUS. What is that? 
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CHAftuiAN. That Cleopatra is no longer a child. Shall 
I tell you how to grow much older, and much, much 
wiser in one day ? 

FOTHiNUS. I should prefer to grow wiser without grow- 
ing older. 

CHARMiAN. Well, go Up to the top of the lighthouse ; 
and get somebody to take you by the hair and throw you 
into ^e sea. \Tht ladies laugl}\, 

CLEOPATRA. She is right, Pothinus : you will come to 
the shore with much conceit washed out of you. \Thi ladies 
laugh. Cleopatra rises impatiently]. Begone, all of you. I 
will speak with Pothinus alone. Drive them out, Ftatateeta. 
[They run out laughing. Ftatateeta shuts the door on them]. 
What arc you waiting for? 

FTATATEETA. It IS not mcct that the Queen remain alone 
with — 

CLEOPATRA [interrupting her] Ftatateeta : must I sacrifice 
you to your father's gods to teach you that I am Queen of 
Egypt, and not you ? 

FTATATEETA [indignantly] You are like the rest of them. 
You want to be what these Romans call a New Woman. 
[She goes out^ banging the door]. 

CLEOPATRA [sitting down again] Now, Pothinus : why did 
you bribe Ftatateeta to bring you hither? 

POTHINUS [studying her gravely] Cleopatra : what they 
tell me is true. You are changed. 

CLEOPATRA. Do you spcak with Cxsar every day for six 
months : and you will be changed. 

POTHINUS. It is the common talk that you are infatuated 
with this old man ? 

CLEOPATRA. Infatuated? What does that mean ? Made 
foolish, is it not? Oh no: I wish I were. 

POTHINUS. You wish you were made foolish ! How so? 

CLEOPATRA. When I was foolish, I did what I liked, 
except when Ftatateeta beat me; and even then 1 cheated 
her and did it by stealth. Now that Cxsar has made me 
wise, it is no use my liking or disliking: T do what mutt 
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be done, and have no time to attend to myself. That is not 
happiness ; but it is greatness. If Caesar were gone, I think 
I could govern the Egyptians ; for what Caesar is to me, I 
am to the fools around me. 

POTHiNUS [Uoking hard at htr\ Cleopatra: this may be 
the vanity of youth, 

CLEOPATRA. No, uo : it is Dot that I am so clever, but 

that the others arc so stupid. 

POTHINUS \musingli\ Truly, that is the great secret. 
CLEOPATRA. Well, now tell me what you came to say^ 
POTHINUS ^effibarrasstd'\ I ! Nothing. 

CLEOPATRA. Nothing! . . 

POTHINUS. At least — to beg for my liberty : that is all. 
CLEOPATRA. For that you would have knelt to Cxsar. 

No. Pothinus: you came with some plan 

on Cleopatra being a little nursery kitten. Now that 

Cleopatra is a Queen, the plan is upset. 

POTHINUS \bowing his head submissively] It is so, 

POTHINUS {raising his eyes keenly !> hers] Is Cleopatra then 
indeed a Queen, and no longer Css^ s prisoner and slave 
cleopaTra. Pothinus : we are all Catsar’s 'T' 

in this land of Egypt-whether we will or 
e who is wise enough to know this will reign when Caesar 

departs. , , 

POTHINUS. You harp on Casar s departure. 

CLEOPA'MiA. What if I do? 

POTHINUS. Does he not love you? 

CLEOPATRA. Love me ! Pothinus: Ciesar loves no one 
Who arc those we love? Only those whom we do no 
hate : all people are strangers and enemies to us eicept 
those we love. But it is not so with Cxsar. He has no 
hatred in him : he makes friends with everyone as he does 
with dogs and children. His kindness to me is a wonder . 

C»re for me, or thrown open their thoughts to me so 
freely. 
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FOTHiNUi. Well: is not thii love? 

CLiorATCA. Whit ! when he will do as much for the 
first girl he meets on his way back to Rome ? Ask hit 
slave, Britannut : he has been just as good to him. Nay, 
ask his very horse ! His kindness is not for anything in 
me : it is in his own nature. 

pOTHiNvs. But how can you be sure that he does not 
love you as men love women ? 

CLEOPATRA. Beciusc 1 cinnot make him jealous. 1 have 
tried. 

poTHiNUS. Hm ! Perhaps I should have asked, then, do 
you love him? 

CLEOPATRA. Ciu ouc love a god ? Besides, 1 love another 
Roman: one whom I saw long before Caesar — no god, 
but a man — one who can love and hate — one whom 1 
can hurt and who would hurt me. 

POTHINUS. Does Caesar know this? 

CLEOPATRA. Yes. 

POTHINUS. And he is not angry ? 

CLEOPATRA. He promises to send him to Egypt to please 
me ! 

POTHINUS. I do not understand this man. 

CLEOPATRA \with suptrb contempt\ You understand 
Caesar! How could you? \^PrQudIy\ I do — by instinct. 

POTHINUS [deferentially^ after a moments thoughi\ Your 
Majesty caused me to be admitted to-day. What message 
has the Queen for me ? 

CLEOPATRA. This. You think that by making my 
brother king, you will rule in Egypt, because you are his 
guardian and he is a little silly. 

POTHINUS. The Queen is pleased to say so. 

CLEOPATRA. The Queen is pleased to say this also. That 
Caesar will eat up you, and Achillas, and my brother, as a 
cat eats up mice $ and that he will put on this land of Egypt 
as a shepherd puts on his garment. And when he has done 
that, he will return to Rome, and leave Cleopatra here as 
his viceroy. 
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POTHINU5 [breaking out wrathfullf\ That he shall never 
do. We have a thousand men to his ten ; and wc will 
drive him and his beggarly legions into the sea. 

CLEOPATRA \xoith scom, getting up to go] You rant like 
any common fellow. Go, then, and marshal your thousands ; 
and make haste ; for Mithridates of Pergamos is at hand 
with reinforcements for Caesar. Caesar has held you at bay 
with two legions : we shall see what he will do with twenty. 

poTHiNus. Cleopatra — 

CLEOPATRA. Enough, enough : Caesar has spoiled me for 
talking to weak things like you. [S/je goes out, Pothinus, 
ujith a gesture of rage^ is followings when Ftatateeta enters and 
stops him], 

POTHINUS. Let me go forth from this hateful place. 

FTATATEETA. What angcrs you ? 

POTHINUS. The curse of all the gods of Egypt be upon 
her! She has sold her country to the Roman, that she 
may buy it back from him with her kisses. 

Fi'ATATEBTA. Fool : did she not tell you that she would 

have Caesar gone ? 

POTHINUS, You listened? 

FTATATEETA. I took cRfc that some honest woman should 
be at hand whilst you were with her. 

POTHINUS. Now by the gods — 

FTATATiiETA. Enough of youp gods I Cesar's gods are all 
powerful here. It is no use you coming to Cleopatra; 
you are only an Egyptian. She will not listen to any of 
her own race : she treats us all as children. 

POTHINUS. May she perish for it I 

hTATATErrA [baUfully] May your tongue wither for that 
wish! Go! send for Lucius Septiraius, the slayer of P<^- 
pey. He is a Roman : may be she will listen to him. Be- 
gone ! 

p^HiNUS \_darkly] I know to whom I must go now. 

FTATATEETA \^S USpictOUsly] To whom, thCH ? 

POTHINUS. To a greater Rbman than Lucius. And mark 
this, mistress. You thought, before C^sar came, that Egypt 
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ihoald presently be ruled by you end your crew in the 
name of Cleopatra. I set myself against it — 

FTATATEBTA \inUrrmfting him — wrangHng\ Ay ; that it 
might bcTuled by you and your crew in the name of Ptolemy. 

roTHiNus. Better me, or even you, than a woman with 
a Roman heart ; and that is what Cleopatra is now become. 
Whilst I live, she shall never rule. So guide yourself 
accordingly. [He goes a*/]. 

It is by this time drawing on to dinner time* The tabu a 
laid on the roof of the palace ; and thither Rufio is now climbings 
ushered by a majestic palace official^ wand of office in hand^ 
and followed by a slave carrying an inlaid stool. After 
many stairs they emerge at last into a massive colonnade on the 
roof Light curtains are drawn between the columns on the 
north and east to soften the westering sun. The official Uadi 
Rufio to one of these shaded sections. A cord for pulling the 
curtains apart hangs down between the pillars. 

THE OFFICIAL [bowin^ Thc Roman commander will 

await C2e8ar here. 

The slave sets down the stool near the southernmost column^ 
and slips out through the curtains. 

RVFio [sitting downy a little blown\ Pouf! That was a 
climb. How high have we come ? 

THE OFFICIAL. Wc are on the palace roof, O Beloved 

of Victory ! 

RUFIO. Good ! the Beloved of Victory has no more 
stairs to get up. 

A second official enters from the opposite end^ walking 
backwards. 

THE SECOND OFFICIAL. Cacsai appioachcs. 

Canary fresh from the bathy clad in a new tunic of purple 
silky comes in, beaming and festivCy followed by two slaves 
carrying a light couchy which is hardly more than an elaborately 
designed bench. They place it near the northmost of the twe 
curtained columns, IVhen this is done they slip out through the 
curtains; and the two officials y formally bowings follow them. 
Rufio rises to receive Casar. 
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QiB,ik^[ioming ovtr to him\ Why, Rufio ! [Surveying hit 
dress with an air of admiring astonishment\ A new baldric k ! 
A new golden pommel to your sword ! And you have had 
your hair cut! But not your beard — ? impossible! 
[He sniffs at Rufids beard]. Yes, perfumed, by Jupiter 
Olympus ! 

fcUFio [growling] Well : is it to please myself? 

c;b5ar [affectionately] No, my son Rufio, but to please 
me — to celebrate my birthday. 

auFio [contemptuously] Your birthday I You always have 
& birthday when there is a pretty girl to be Battered or an 
ambassador to be conciliated. We had seven of them in 
ten months last year. 

c^sAR [contritely] It is true, Rufio! I shall never break 
myself of these petty deceits. 

RUFIO. Who is to dine with us — besides Cleopatra? 

c^sAR. Apollodorus the Sicilian. 

RUFIO. That popinjay ! 

cASAR. Come ! the popinjay is an amusing dog — tells 
a story ; sings a song ; and saves us the trouble of flattering 
the Queen. What does she care for old politicians and 
camp-fed bears like us? No: Apollodorus is good com- 
pany, Rufio, good company. 

RUFIO. Well, he can swim a bit and fence a bit: he 
might be worse, if he only knew how to hold his tongue. 

CJBSAR. The gods forbid he should ever learn ! Oh, this 
military life ! this tedious, brutal life of action ! That is 
the worst of us Romans : we are mere doers and drudgers : 
a swarm of bees turned into men. Give me a good talker 
— one with wit and imagination enough to live without 
continually doing something! 

RUFIO. Ay! a nice time he would have of it with you 
when dinner was over ! Have you noticed that I am before 
my time ? 

cjKSAR. Aha! I thought that meant something. Whal 
* ^ 

IS It ? 

aurio. Can wc be overheard here? 
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casAR. Our privacy invite? eavesdropping. I can 
remedy that. [He eUps his hands twice^ The curtains are 
drawn, revealing the reef garden with a banqueting table set 
aeress in the middle fer feur persons, one at each end, and two 
side by side. The side next Csesar and Rujio is blocked with 
golden wine vessels and basins. A gorgeous major-domo is 
superintending the laying of the table by a staff of slaves. The 
colonnade goes round the garden at both sides to the further end, 
where a gap in it, like a great gateway, leaves the view open 
to the sky beyond the western edge of the roof, except in the 
middle, where a life size image of Ra, seated on a huge plinth, 
towers up, with hawk head and crown of asp and disk. His 
altar, which stands at his feet, is a single white stone]. Now 
everybody can see us, nobody will think of listening to us. 
[He sits down on the bench left by the two slaves], 

RUPio [sitting down on his stool] Pothinus wants to speak 
to you. I advise you to see him : there is some plotting 
going on here among the women. 

casAR. Who is Pothinus? 

RUPIO. The fellow with hair like squirrePs fur — the 
little King^s bear leader, whom you kept prisoner. 

casAR [annoyed] And has he not escaped? 

RUPIO. No. 

CASAR [rising imperiously] Why not? You have been 
guarding this man instead of watching the enemy. Have 
I not told you always to let prisoners escape unless there 
are special orders to the contrary ? Arc there not enough 
mouths to be fed without him? 

RUPIO. Yes; and if you would have a little sense and 
let me cut his throat, you would save his rations. Anyhow, 
he wont escape. Three sentries have told him they would 
put a ptium through him if they saw him again. What 
more can they do? He prefers to stay and spy on us. So 
would I if I had to do with generals subject to fits of 
clemency. 

CASAR [resuming his seat, argued down] Hm ! And so he 
wants to see me. 
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Rupio. Ay. I have brought him with me. He is wait- 
ing there [jfrking his thumb over his shoulder^ under 
guard. 

CASAR. And you want me to see him? 

RUPIO \<>bstinatelj\ I dont want anything. I daresay you 
will do what you like. Dont put it on to me. 

c^sAR \with an air of doing it expressly to indulge Rufd] 

Well, well : let us have him. 

RUFio [calling] Ho there, guard ! Release your man and 
send him up. [Beckoning], Come along! 

Pothinus enters and stops mistrustfully between the two^ 
looking from one to the other. 

CASAR [graciously] Ah, Pothinus I You arc welcome. 
And what is the news this afternoon? 

POTHINUS. CsEsar : I come to warn you of a danger, and 

to make you an offer. 

c^sAR. Never mind the danger. Make the offer. 

RUPIO. Never mind the offer, Whats the danger? 
POTHINUS, Caesar : you think that Cleopatra is devoted 

to you. , 

CASAR [z^nvely] My friend: I already know what 1 

think. Come to your offer. 

POTHINUS. I will deal plainly. I know not by what 
strange gods you have been enabled to defend a palace and 
a few yards of beach against a city and an army. Since we 
cut you off from Lake Mareotis, and you dug wells in the 
salt sea sand and brought up buckets of fresh water 
them, we have known that your gods arc irresistible, and 
that you arc a worker of miracles. I no longer threaten 

fou — • 1 j 

RUFio [sarcastically] Very handsome of you, indeed* 

POTHINUS. So be it : you arc the master. Our gods sent 

the north west winds to keep you in our hands ; but you 

have been too strong for them. 

cffiSAR [gently urging him to come to the point] Yea, yea, 

my friend. But what then? 

RUFIO. Spit it out, man. What have you to say? 
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FOTHiNUf. I have to say that you have a traitress in your 
camp. Cleopatra — 

THi UAjoa.'DOiao [tf/ thi aHnouneing\ The Queen ! 

[C^tsMT and Ruji$ rise], 

auno [aside J0 p0thinus\ You should have spat it out 
sooner, you fool. Now it is too late. 

CUspatray in g$rgeons raimenty inters in state threugh the 
gap in the eelonnadiy and eemes down past the image of Ra and 
past the table to Cstsar, Her retiniUy headed by Ftatateetay 
joim the staff at the table, Caesar gives Cleopatra bis seaty 
which she takes, 

CLBOPATiLA [quicklpy snwg Pothinus'\ What is he doing 
here ? 

exsAR [seating himself beside her, in the most amiable of 
tempers'] Just going to tell me something about you. You 
shall hear it. Proceed, Pothinus. 

POTHIKVS [disconcerted] Caesar-— [he stammers], 

cssAR. Well, out with it. 

POTHINUS. What I have to say is for your ear, not for 
the Queen's. 

CLBOPATRA [with subdsud ffrocity] There are means of 
making you speak. Take care. 

POTHINUS [defiantly] Csesar does not employ those means. 

exsAR. My friend : when a man has anything to tell in 
this world, the difficulty is not to make him tell it, but to 
prevent him from telling it too often. Let me celebrate 
my birthday by setting you free. Farewell : we shall not 
meet again. 

CLEOPATRA [angrily] Czsar : this mercy is foolish. 

POTHINUS [to Ctesar] Will you not give me a private 
audience f Your life may depend on it. [Casar rises loftily], 

RUF10 [aside to Pothinus] Ass ! Now we shall have some 
heroics. 

exsAR [oratorically] Pothinus— 

RVFXO [interrupting him] Caesar : the dinner will spoil if 
you begin preaching your favourite sermon about life and 
death. 
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CLEOPATRA \prigguhly\ Peace, Rufio. I desire to hear 

^^rJpio [hitsntly] Your Majesty has heard it before. You 
repeated it to Apollodorus last week ; and he thought it 
was all your own, [Carsar's dignity collapses. Much tickled, 
he sits down again and looks roguishly at Cleopatra, who is 
furious. Rufio calls as before'] Ho there, guard ! Pass the 
prisoner out. He is released. [To Pothinus] Now off with 
you. You have lost your chance. 

POTHINUS [his temper overcoming his prudence] 1 will 

*^'^CASAR [to Cleopatra] You see. Torture would not have 
wrung a word from him. 

POTHINUS. Caesar: you have taught Cleopatra the arU 

by which the Romans govern the world. 

CMSAR. Alas ! they cannot even govern themselves. 

What then ? , j l..* 

POTHINUS. What then? Are you so besotted with her 

beauty that you do not see that she is impatient to reign 

in Egypt alone, and that her heart is set on your departure i 

CLEOPATRA [fdsing] Liar! • 1 

cmiKu [shocked] What! Protestations! Contradictions. 
CLEOPATRA {ashamed, but trembling with suppressed rage] 

No. I do not deign to contradict. Let him talk, [(she sits 

down again]. . , . 

POTHINUS. From her own lips I have heard it. You are 

to be her catspaw: you are to tear the crown from her 

brother’s head and set it on her own, delivering us all into 

her hand — delivering yourself also. And then C*sar can 

return to Rome, or depart through the gate of death, which 

is nearer and surer. , 

C«SAR [calmly] Well, my friend ; and is not this very 

POTHINUS [astanished] Natural ! Then you do not resent 

Resent ! O thou foolish Egyptian, what have 1 
to do with resentment f Do I resent the wind when II 
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chills me, or the night when it makes me stumble in the 
darkness? Shall 1 resent yorth when it turns from age, 
and ambition when it turns from servitude? To tell me 
such a story as this is but to tell me that the sun will rise 
to-morrow. 

CLEOPATRA \unabU t0 contain htrself'\ But it is false — 
false. 1 swear it. 

ciBSAR. It is true, though you swore it a thousand times, 
and believed all you swore. [Sbe is convulsed with emotion. 
To screen her, he rises and takes Pothinus to Rufio, saying\ 
Come, Rufio: let us see Pothinus past the guard. I have 
a word to say to him. [Aside to them'\ We must give the 
Queen a moment to recover herself. [Aloud^ Come. [He 
takes Pothinus and Rufio out with him, conversing with them 
meanwhile]. Tell your friends, Pothinus, that they must 
not think I am opposed to a reasonable settlement of the 
country’s affairs — [They pass out of hearing]. 

CLEOPATRA [in a stified whisper] Ftatateeta, Ftatatecta. 

PTATATEHTA [hurrying to her from the table and petting her] 

Peace, child: be comforted — 

CLEOPATRA [interrupting her] Can they hear us ? 

PTATATEBTA. No, dear heart, no. 

CLEOPATRA. Listcn to me. If he leaves the Palace alive, 
never see my face again. 

ptatatbeta. He? Poth — 

CLEOPATRA [striking her on the mouth] Strike his life out 

as I strike his name from your lips. Dash him down from 

the wall. Break him on the stones. Kill, kill, kill 
him. 

FTATATEETA [shewing all her teeth] The dog shall perish. 

CLEOPATRA. Fail ID this, and you go out from before me 
for ever. 

FTATATEETA [resolutely] So be it. You shall not sec my 
face until his eyes are darkened. 

C^sar comes back, with Apollodorus, exquisitely dressed, 
and Rufio. 

CLEOPATRA [to Ftatateeta] Come soon — soon. [Ftatateeta 
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iurns her meaning eyes for a moment on her mistress ; then goes 
grimly away past Ra and out, Cleopatra runs like a gazelle 
to C<rsar^ So you have come back to me, Csesar. [Caress- 
ingly'\ I thought you were angry. Welcome, Apollodorus, 
[She gives him her hand to kiss^ with her other arm about Casar\ 
APOLLODORUs. Cleopatra grows more womanly beautiful 
from week to week. 

CLKOPATRA. Truth, Apollodofus ? 

APOLLODORUS. Far, far short of the truth ! Friend Rufio 
threw a pearl into the sea : Caesar fished up a diamond. 

CASAR. Cxsar fished up a touch of rheumatism, my 
friend. Come ; to dinner ! to dinner ! [They move towards 
tl.>e tabU\ 

CLEOPATRA [skipping like a young fawn\ Yes, to dinner, 
r have ordered such a dinner for you, Cxsar ! 

CJESAR, Ay? What are we to have? 

CLEOPATRA. Peacocks* brains. 

CJBSAR [as if his mouth watered] Peacocks’ brains, Apol- 

lodorus ! . . 1 » 

APOLLODORUS. Not for me, I prefer nightingales tongues. 

[He goes to one of the two covers set side by side], 

CLEOPATRA, Roast boar, Rufio ! 

RUFIO [gluttonously] Good ! [He goes to the seat next 
Apollodorus^ on his left], 

c.«SAR [looking at his seat, which is at the end of the table, 
to Ra*s up hand] What has become of my leathern cushion ? 
CLEOPATRA [at tho oppositc end] I have got new ones for 

you. rAA 1 

THE MAJOR-DOMO. Thcsc cushions, CssaT, arc of Maltesc 

gauze, stufFcd with rose leaves. 

cffiSAR. Rose leaves! Am I a caterpillar? [He throws 
the cushions away and seats himself on the leather mattress 

unssrneath]. 

CL8OPATBA. What a shame! My new cushions . 

THE MAJOR-DOMO [at CiTsar^s clbow] What shall wc servf 

to whet Caesar's appetite? 

c^sAR. What have you got? 
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THi MAjOK'Douo. ScA Kcdgchogt, bUck and white sea 
acorns, sea nettles, beccaficoea, purple shellfish — 
cjKSAa« Any oysters ? 

THB MAjoa-Dosso. Assuredly. 
cjBSAa. British oysters? 

THi UAjoa-Douo \4sstnting\ British oystera, Caesar. 
catSAR. Oysters, ^en. \Tht Major-Domo signs to a slavo 
at tatb order; and the slave goes out to execute //]. I have 
been in Britain — that western land of romance — the 1 ast 
piece of earth on the edge of the ocean that surrounds the 
world. I went there in search of its famous pearls. T he 
British pearl was a fable; but in searching for it 1 found 
the British oyster. 

ApoLLODORus. All posterity will bless you for it. {To t ho 
Major-Domo"] Sea hedgehogs for me. 

Runo. Is there nothing solid to begin with ? 

THI MAjOR-Doiio. Fieldfares with asparagus — 

CLiopATRA [interrupting] Fattened fowls ! have some fat- 
tened fowls, Rufio. 

RUFio. Ay, that will do. 

CLEOPATRA [greedily] Fieldfares for me. 

THE MAJOR-DOMO. Cxsar will deign to choose his wine ? 
Sicilian, Lesbian, Chian — 

RUFIO [contemptuously] All Greek. 

APOLLODORUS. Who would drink Roman wine when he 
could get Greek? Try the Lesbian, Cssar. 
cssAR. Bring me my barley water. 
n\3Tio [with intense disgust] Ugh! Bring me my Falcr- 
nian. [The Falernian is presently brought to him], 

CLEOPATRA [pouting] It is waste of time giving you 
dinner^ Caesar. My scullions would not condescend to 
your diet. 

CJKSA% [j-elenting] Well, well: let us try the Lesbian. 
[The Major-Domo Jills Ctesar^s goblet ; tnen Cleopatra's and 
Jponodorus's]. But when I return to Rome, I will make 
laws against these extravagances I will even get the laws 
carried out. 
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CLEOPATRA \coaxingly\ Never mind. To-day you ire to 
be like other people : idle, luxurious, and kind. [Sh* 
itretchts her hand to him along the tabU\ 

c^SAR. Well, for once I will sacrifice my comfort — 
[kissing her hand\ there ! [He takes a draught of wine]. Now 

arc you satisfied? 

CLEOPATRA. And you no longer believe that I long for 
your departure for Rome? 

cffiSAR. I no longer believe anything. My brains are 
asleep. Besides, who knows whether I shall return to 

Rome ? 


RUPio [alarmed] How ? Eh ? What ? 
casAR. What has Rome to shew me that I have not 
seen already? One year of Rome is like another, except 
that I grow older, whilst the crowd in the Appian Way is 


always the same age. ^ u 

APOLLODORUS. It is DO bcttcr here in Egypt. The old 

men, when they are tired of life, say “ We have seen 

everything except the source of the Nile.” 

CJBSAK [his imagination catching fire] And why not see 
that? Cleopatra: will you come with me and track the 
flood to its cradle in the heart of the regions of mystery ? 
Shall we leave Rome behind us — Rome, that has achieved 
greatness only to learn how greatness destroys nations 
of men who are not great! Shall I make you a new 
kingdom, and build you a holy city there in the great 


unknown ? , tr u n 

CLEOPATRA [rapturously] Yes, yes. You shall. 

rufio. Ay: now he will conquer Africa with two 

legions before we come to the roast boar. 

APOLLODORUS. Come: no scoffing. This is a noble 
scheme: in it Casar is no longer merely the conquering 
soldier, but the creative poet-artist. Let us name the holy 
city and consecrate it with Lesbian wine. 

CJESAR. Cleopatra shall name it herself. 

CLEOPATRA. It shall be called Caesar s Gift to his Be- 


loved. 
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APOLLODORvs. No, HO. Something vaster than that •— 
something universal, like the starry firmament. 

CJESAR lprosauaIly'\ Why not simply The Cradle of the 
Nile? 

CLEOPATRA. No I the Nile is my ancestor; and he is a 
god. Oh ! I have thought of something. The Nile shall 
name it himself. Let us call upon him. [T'o the Major- 
Dome] Send for him. [The three men stare at one another; 
but the Major-Domo goes out as if he had received the most 
matter-of-fact order]» And [/(? the retinue] away with you 
all. 


The retinue toithdrau/s, making obeisance^ 

A priest enters^ carrying a miniature sphinx with a tiny 
tripod before it, A morsel of incense is smoking in the tripod. 
The priest comes to the table and places the image in 
the middle of it. The light begins to change to the magenta 
purple of the Egyptian sunset^ as if the god had brought a 
strange colored shadow with him. The three men are determined 
not to be impressed; but they feel curious in spite of themselves, 

CASAR. What hocus-pocus is this? 

CLEOPATRA. You shall scc. And it is not hocus-pocus. 
To doit properly, we should kill something to please him ; 
but perhaps he will answer Caesar without that if we spill 
some wine to him. 

APOLLODORUs \turning his head to look up over his shoulder 
at Ra] Why not appeal to our hawkheaded friend herc.^ 

CLEOPATRA [norvous^] Sh ! He will hear you and be 

Angry. 

RVFio [phlegmatically] The source of the Nile is out of 
his district, I cipcct. 

CLEOPATRA. No 1 I Will havc my city named by nobody 
but my dear little sphinx, because it was in its arms that 
Czsai found me asleep. [She languishes at C^sar ; then 
turns curtly to tlx priest]. Go. I am a priestess, and have 
power to take your charge from you. [The priest maka u 
reverence and goes out]. Now let us call on the Nile all 
together. Perhaps he will rap on the ublc. 
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cMiAti, What! table rapping! Are such lupentirioni 

still believed in this year 707 of the Republic ? 

CLEOPATRA, It IS HO supcFStition : our priests learn lots 
of things from the tables. Is it not so, Apollodorus? 

afollodorus. Yes : I profess myself a converted man. 
When Cleopatra is priestess, Apollodorus is devotee. Pro- 
pose the conjuration. 

CLEOPATRA. You must say with me “Send us thy voice, 


Father Nile.’* 1 -j n 

ALL FOUR [SMfig their glasses together before the td 9 l\ 

Send us thy voice, Father Nile. 

The death cry of a man in mortal terror and agony answers 
them. Appalled, the men set down their glasses, and listen. 
Silenee. The purple deepens in the sky. Casar, glancing at 
Cleopatra, catches her pouring out her wine before the god, with 
gleaming eyes, and mute assurances of gratitude and worship. 
Apollodorus springs up and runs to the edge of the roof to peer 


down and listen. 

CJKSAR [looking piercingly at Cleopatra] What was that 

CLEOPATRA Nothing. They .re bcRUng lome 


slave. 

C/Z5AR. Nothing ! 

RUFio. A man with a knife in him, I 11 swear. 

[rising] A murder! t o .k 1 

APOLLODORUS [at the back, waving his hand for silence] b-sh . 

Silence. Did you hear that? 

c^SAR. Another cry? . , , . j 

[returning to the table] No, a thud, bomc- 

thing fell on the beach, I think. ... • ;* 

RUFIO [grimly, as he rises] Something with bones in it. 


UsAR i>huddcring\ Hujh. hush, Rufio [Ht have, th 

tabU and rtturnJ to the colonnade: Rufo following at bu Up 

elbow and Apollodorus at the other side]. 

CLEOPATRA \sull in her place at the table] Will you leive 

me, Cajsar? Apollodorui : are you going ? 

APOLIODORU.. Faith, dearest Queen, my appetite i» gone. 
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essAR. Go down to the courtyird, Apollodorui; and 
find out what has happened. ' 

Apollodorui nods and goes out, making for the staircase hy 
which Rujio ascended, 

CLEOPATRA* Yoursoldicfs have killed somebody^ perhaps. 
What does it matter? 

The murmur of a crowd rises from the beach below, Ctrsar 
and Rufio look at one another, 

CJBSAR* This must be seen to. [/?> is about to follow 
Apollodorus when Rufio stops him with a hand on his arm as 
Ftatateeta comes back by the far end of the roof with dragging 
steps, a drowsy satiety in her eyes and in the corners of the 
bloodhound lips. For a moment Casar suspects that she is 
drunk with wine. Not so Rufio: he knows well the red vintage 
that has inebriated her\ 

RUFIO \in a low toste\ There is some mischief between 
chose two. 

FTATATEETA. The Qucen looks again on the face of her 
servant. 

Cleopatra looks at her for a moment with an exultant rr- 
fiection of her murderous expression. Then she flings her arms 
round her: kisses her repeatedly and savagely: and tears ofi 
her jewels and heaps them on her. The two men turn from the 
spectacle to look at one another. Ftatateeta drags herself sleepily 
to the altar: kneels before Ra : and remains there in prayer. 
C^tsar goes to Cleopatra, leaving Rufio in the colonnade, 

CASAR \with searching earnestness'\ Cleopatra : what has 
happened ? 

CLEOPATRA [tu mortal dread of him, but with her utmost 
cajolery^ Nothing, dearest Caesar. SJVith sickly sweetness, 
her voice almost failing\ Nothing. I am innocent, 
approaches him affeetionately\ Dear Caesar : are you angry 
with me? Why do you look at me so? I have been here 
with you all the time. How can I know what has hap> 
pened ? 

cssAR \refieetively'\ That is true. 

CLEOPATBUi \greatly relieved, trying to caress him^ Oi 
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course it 13 true, \^Hi does not respond to the earess]. You 
tnow it is true, Runo. 

The murmur without suddenly swells to a roar and stth- 

sides, I r L s 

RUPio. I shall know presently. [He makes for the altar 

in the burly trot that serves him for a stride^ and touches 

Ftatateeta on the shoulder]. Now, mistress: I shall want 

you. [He orders her^ with a gesture, to go before him], 

FTATATEETA [rising and glowering at him] My place u 

with the Queen. 

ci-EOPATRA, She has done no harm, Runo. 

Ci^:sAR [to Rufo] Let her stay. 

RUFio [sitting down on the altar] Very well. Then my 
place is here too; and you can sec what is the matter tor 
yourself. The city is in a pretty uproar, it seems. 

c^sAR [with grave displeasure] Rufio : there is a time for 

RUFIO. And there is a time for obstinacy. [He folds hts 
arms doggedly], 

c^sAR [to Cleopatra] Send her away. 

CLEOPATRA [whining in her eagerness to propitiate hsm] Y es, 

I will. I will do whatever you ask me, Caesar, always, be- 
cause I love you. Ftatateeta : go away. 

FTATATEETA. Thc Quccn’s word IS my will. I shall be 

,t hand for the Queen’s call. {Shi goes tut pa,t Ra, a, tht 

“‘"'‘}vv\o{ following htr\ Remember, Cxsar, your body- 
guard also is within call. {Hi follows hir out]. 

Chopatra, pnsummg upon Casar>s submission to Rufo, 
Uavis thi tabli ond sits down on thi htnch in thi colonnadi. 
CI.EOPATRA. Why do JOM allow Rufio to treat you to f 

You should teach him his place. 

C^SAR. Teach him to be my enemy, and to hide his 

thoughts from me as you are now hiding yours. 

CLEOPATRA {hir ftnrs rilurning] Why do you say tha^ 
Carsar? Indeed, indeed, I am not hiding anything. You 
»ve wrong to treat me like this, stifis a ‘oi]. I » 
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onl)r a child; and you turn into stone because you think 
some one hat been killed. I cannot bear it. [S^ purposely 
breaks down and weeps. He looks at her with profound sadness 
and complete coldness. She looks up to see what effect she is 
producing. Seeing that he is unmoved^ she sits up^ pretending 
to struggle with her emotion and to put it bravely away\ But 
there : I know you hate tears : you shall not be troubled 
with them. 1 know you arc not angry, but only sad ; only 
I am so silly, I cannot help being hurt when you speak 
coldly. Of course you are quite right : it is dreadful to 
think of anyone being killed or even hurt ; and I hope 
nothing really serious has — voice dies away under his 
contemptuous penetration']. 

CJKSAR. What has frightened you into this ? What have 
you done ? trumpet sounds on the beach below]. Aha ! 
that sounds like the answer. 

CLEOPATRA [sinking back trembling on the bench and cover- 
ing her face with her hands] I have not betrayed you, 
Cxsar : 1 swear it. 

CASAR. I know that. I have not trusted you. [He turns 
from her^ and is about to go out when Apollodorus and 
Britannus drag in Lucius Septimius to him, Rufio follows. 
Cctsar shudders]. Again, Pompey’s murderer! 

RUFio. The towi; has gone mad, I think. They arc for 
tearing the palace down and driving us into the sea straight 
away. We laid hold of this renegade in clearing them out 
of the courtyard. 

cjssAR. Release him. [They let go his arms^ What has 
offended the citizens, Lucius Septimius? 

LUCIUS. What did you expect, Caesar? Pothinus was a 
favorite of theirs. 

CiSSAR. What has happened to Pothinus? I set him 
free, here, not half an hour ago. Did they not pass him out ? 

LUCIUS. Ay, through the gallery arch sixty feet above 
ground, with three inches of steel in his ribs. He is as 
dead as Pompey. Wc arc quits now, as to killing — you 
and I. 
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c;b 5 ar \sh*cked'\ Assassinated ! — onr prisoner, our guest I 

[Ht turns repreach/ullj on Rufio'\ Rufio 

RUFio [emphaticallj — anticipating the quest, on] Whoever 

did it was a wise man and a friend of yours [Cleopatra ,, 
treath emboldened]-, but none of us had a hand in it. 5>o 
it is no use to frown at me. [Csrsar turns and loots at Cleo- 

^‘*^7leopat RA [violently — rising] He was slain by order of 
the Queen of Egypt. I am not Julius Caesar the d 5 Mm«, 
who allows every slave to insult him. 

well : now the others shall judge me too. [She turns to tU 
others.] This Pothinus sought to make me conspire wiUi 
him to betray Ciesar to Achillas and Ptolemy. I refused ; 
and he cursed me and came primly to Caesar to me 

of his own treachery. I caught him in the act . 
suited me - m e, the Queen ! to my face. Caesar wouM not 
avenge me: he spoke him fair and set him free. Was I 

right to avenge myself f Speak, Lucius. 

LUCIUS. I do not gainsay it. But you will get little 

thanlcs from C^sar for it, 

CLEOPATRA. Speak, Apollodorus. Was I ? 

APOLLonoRus. I have only one word of ^lame, most 
beautiful. You should have called upon me your knight , 
and in fair duel I should have slam the slanderer. 

CLEOPATRA [passionately] I will be judged by your very 

slave, Caesar. Britaiinus : speak. Was I wrong jj-lovalty 
DR.TANNUS. Were treachery, falsehood, 

left unpunished, society must become like J 

wild beasts, tearing one another to pieces. Caesar is in the 

c"isAR [usith quiet bitterness] And so the verdict is against 

”'c;eopaTra [vehemently] Listen to -e, Ciesar ^ one 
man in all Alexandria can be found 

I swear to have myself crucified on the door of the palace 
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or forever, to know that you did wrong, that man will 
have either to conquer the world as I have, or be crucified 
by it* \Tht upr9ar in the streets again reaches them\ Do you 
hear? These knockers at your gate are also believers in 
vengeance and in stabbing. You have slain their leader : 
it is right that they shall slay you. If you doubt it, ask 
your four counsellors here. And then in the name of that 
right \he emphasizes the word with great scorn] shall 1 not 
slay them for murdering their Queen, and be slain in my 
turn by their countrymen as the invader of their father- 
land? Can Rome do less then than slay these slayers, too, 
to shew the world how Rome avenges her sons and her 
honor. And so, to the end of history, murder shall breed 
murder, always in the name of right and honor and peace, 
until the gods are tired of blood and create a race that can 
understand. [Fierce uproar, Cleopatra becomes white with 
terror]. Hearken, you who must not be insulted. Go near 
enough to catch their words: you will find them bitterer 
than the tongue of Pothinus. [Loftily^ wrapping himself up 
in an impenetrable dignity] Let the Queen of Egypt now give 
her orders for vengeance, and take her measures for de- 
fence 5 for she has renounced Caesar. [He turns to go], 

CLEOPATRA [terrified^ running to him and falling on her knees] 
You will not desert me, Caesar. You will defend the palace. 

CASAR. You have taken the powers of life and death 
upon you. I am only a dreamer. 

CLBOPATRA. But they will kill me. 

CASAR. And why not? 

CLBOPATRA. In pity — 

CJESAR. Pity! What! has it come to this so suddenly, that 
nothing can save you now but pity? Did it save Pothinus? 

She rises^ wringing her handsy and goes back to the bench in 
despair , Apollodorus shews his sympathy with her by quietly 
posting himself behind the bench. The sky has by this time 
become the most vivid purplcy and soon begins to change to a 
glowing pale orange^ against which the colonnade and the gnat 
image sl^w darklier and darklier. 
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tUFIO. Caesar: enough of preaching. The enemy it ai 
the gate. 

c^ssAR [turning on him and giving way to hu wrath\ Ay ; 
and what has held him baffled at the gate all these months ? 
Was it my folly, as you deem it, or your wisdom.? In this 
Egyptian Red Sea of blood, whose hand has held all your 
heads above the waves.? [Turning on CUopatra'] And yet, 
when Cassar says to such an one, “Friend, go free, you, 
clinging for your little life to my sword, dare steal out and 
stab him in the back? And you, soldiers and gentlemen, 
and honest servants as you forget that you are, applaud this 

assassination, and say “Caesar is in the wrong. By 
gods, I am tempted to open my hand and let you all sink 

into the flood. . , « -r . 

CLEOPATRA [with a ray of cunning hope] But, Czsar, if you 

do, you will perish yourself. 

Casar's eyes blaze. 

RUPio [greatly alarmed^ Now, by great Jove, you filthy 
little Egyptian rat, that is the very word to make him walk 
out alone into the city and leave us here to be cut to pieces. 
[Desperately, to Carsar] Will you desert us because we are 
a parcel of fools ? I mean no harm by killing : I do it as a 
dog kills a cat, by instinct. We arc all dogs at your heels; 

but we have served you faithfully. 

c.«SAR [relentinfi Alas, Rufio, my »on, my son ; as dogs 

we arc like to perish now in the streets. 

APOLLODORUS [at hts post behind Cleopatra s seat] txsiT : 

what you say has an Olympian ring in it : it must be right ; 
for it is fine art. But I am still on the side of Cleopatra. 
If we must die, she shall not want the devotion of a man s 

heart nor the strength of a man’s arm. 

CLEOPATRA [sobbtng] But I dont want to die. 

C7S5AR [sadly] Oh, ignoble, ignoble! 

LUCIUS [coming forward between Ceesar and Cleopatra] 
Hearken to me, Caesar. It may be ignoble ; but I also mean 
to live as long as I can. 

c«»AR. Well, mj fnend, fou are likely to outlive C*J*r 
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Is it tny m«gic of mine, think you, that has kept youi 
ermy mnd this whole city at bay for so long? Yesterday, 
what quarrel had they with me that they should risk their 
lives against me? But today we have flung them down 
their hero, murdered ; and now every man of them is set 
upon clearing out this nest of assassins — for such we are 
and no more. Take courage then ; and sharpen your 
sword. Pompey*8 head has fallen ; and Caesar’s head is ripe. 

APOLLODORVS. Docs Caesar despair? 

CJKSAR \with infinite pride\ He who has never hoped can 
never despair. Caesar, in good or bad fortune, looks his fate 
in the face. 

LUCIUS. Look it in the face, then ; and it will smile as 
it always has on Caesar. 

CBSAR \with involuntary haughtintss\ Do you presume to 
encourage me ? 

LUCIUS. I offer you my services. I will change sides if 
you will have me. 

CJBSAR [suddenly coming down to earth again, and looking 
sharply at him, divining that there is something behind the offer'} 
What! At this point? 

LUCIUS [firmly'l At this point. 

RUPio. Do you suppose Caesar is mad, to trust you ? 

LUCIUS. I do not ask him to trust me until he is vie- 
torious. I ask for my life, and for a command in Caesar’s 
army. And since Caesar is a fair dealer, I will pay in 
advance. 

CJESAR. Pay ! How ? 

LUCIUS. With a piece of good news for you, 

Citsar divines the news in a flash, 

RUFio. What news ? 

C'/asAR [with an elate and buoyant energy which makes Cleo~ 
patra sit up and stare} What news ! What news, did you 
say, my son Ruflo? The relief has arrived: what other 
news remains for us? Is it not so, Lucius Septimius? 
Mithridates of Pergamos is on the march. 

Luciva He has taken Pelusiuzn. 



I no Three Plays for Puritans Aci rv 

csisAH Uenghui\ Lucius Seprimius : you are henceforth 
my officer. Rufio : the Egyptians must have ‘'“t 

”[dier from the city to prevent J 

Nile. There is nothing in the streets now but mob — mob ■ 
Lucivs. It is so. Mithridates is marching by the great 
road to Memphis to cross above the Delta. Achillas will 

%n‘audaciti\ Achillas shall fight Caesar there 
See Rufio. \He runs to the table; snatches ^ 
drama plan in it with hit finger dipped in “'f > 

fo Ihe light it now almott gone]. Here i. the pal»« 

i„o to hit plan] : here is the theatre. You [to Rufio] take 

twenty men and pretend to go by that street 

,ul]i Ind whilst t^hey are stoning you, °“t 8° the ^ ^ 

by this and this. My streets are right, are they, Lucius 

jr.' " M . »w *<» fi‘ 

I 'A \He throws the napkin on the tahU^ 

ri p“:u .hf. wi.hin .. k-'' 

Britannn,.] AHlodorus : lend me your sword and your 

right arm for this campaign. 

APOLLODORU5. Ay, and my heart and ifc 
cffiSAR [grasping his hand] I accept bot . [ Z J 

R;Sy“-B,y A„ Y W., [*, 

cut after Luciut, totally forgelling 

RUFIO. Come ! this is something like husmess^^ 
c*SAa [buoyantly] Is it not, my only son? [He Hapt nu 
hand7 The tlave, hurry in to the tabU.] No more of th» 

mawkish revelling: away with 

my sight and be off with you. [The .Uvet begin to remoeto 
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/Af MHd the curUim an dratvn, shutting in tbt coUn- 
nM4e\,, You undentand about the streets, Ruho? 

aupio. Ay, I think I do. I will get through them, at all 
events* 

Tht huana sounds busily in the courtyard beneath, 

CASAK. Come, then ; we must talk to the troops and 

3^] C*str ^ ’ ^^retching out her hands timidly to 

CASAR [turning] Eh ? 

CLEOPAT^. Have you forgotten me ? 

" ^ Si".SX •" ‘ 

*«m^n °l Cleopatra. The 

woman always gets the worst of it 

^^”0^ rour master. 

«cc»tioner that if Pothinus hfd been properly 

Yoar^;;;^^ would not have calWout^ 

sour man bungled his work. 

CLEOPATRA [enigmati(a//y] How do you know it was a man? 
EUFto [start/sJ and puzx/sd] It was not you : you were 

fnm. H, shakts lm hsad, and dratas the curtain, tc ga iut I, 

”’Sbt. 7he table hi, been re- 

pasray was it she ? with her own hand } 

enem?e°.'tl- [.^brnteningly] Whoever it was. let my 

«.ke the euVeVof E^pt rLlVefo«“c* 
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RUFio \l 9 oking grimly at her\ I will look to it, Cleopatra. 
\He nods in confirmation of the promise, and slips out through 
the curtains, loosening his stoord in its sheath as he 

ROMAN IOLDIER5 [/« the courtjard below] Hail, Caesar. 

Hail, hail ! »./•// v a 

Cleopatra listens. The bucina sounds again, followed hy 

several trumpets^ 

CLEOPATRA [wringing her hands and calling Ftatatceta. 
Ftatateeta. It is dark ; and I am alone. Come to me 
[Silenced Ftatateeta. {Louderl Ftatateeta. [St W. In t 
tanic she snatches the eerd and pulls the curtains aparl\ 

Ftatateeta is lying dead en the altar ef Ra, rrlth Ur liregl 

cai. Her blcod deluges ths cahite stosn. 




ACT V 


»oon. Festival and miHtary pageant on the tspianadt 
before the palace. In the east harbor Cetsar^s galley, so gor- 
geously decorated that it seems to be rigged tvith flowers h 
alongside the quay^ close to the steps Apollodorus descended when 
be embarked with the carpet, A Roman guard is posted there in 

■j¥i tahence a red floorcloth is laid down the 
middle of the esplanade, turning off to the north opposite the 
central gate in the palace front, which shuts in the esplanade on 
the south side. The broad steps of the gate, crowded with C/eo~ 
Pj^^ras ladies, all in their gayest attire, are like a flower garden, 
Ihefaqade ts lined by her guard, officered by the same gallants 
to whom Bel Affris announced the coming of Carsar six months 

Syrian border. The north side 
ts lined by Roman soldiers, with the townsfolk on tiptoe behind 
them, peering over their heads at the cleared esplanade, in which 
the officers stroll about, chatting. Among these are BelzMnor an<s 
the Persian ; also the centurion, vinewood cudgel in hand, battle 

worn, thick-booted, and much outshone, both socially and decora- 
tively, by the Egyptian officers, 

Apolhdorus makes his way through the townsfolk and calls 
to the officers from behind the Roman line, 

APOLLODORUS. Hullo ! May J pass ? 

CENTURION. Pass ApoIlodorus the Sicilian there! {The 
soldiers let him through]. 

Is Caesar at hand/ 


o 
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.PotLODCU,. Not yet. He i, .till in « P|‘«i 

I could not stand any more of the roaring of the '“'diers 
After half an hour of the enthusiasm of an army, one feel 

the need of 2 little sea aift • a 

PERSIAN. Tell US the news. Hath he slam the priests? 

apollodorus. Not he. Theymet him in the market place 

with ashes on their heads and their gods in their hands. T hey 
placed the gods at hi. feet. The on y one that was worth 
looking at was Apis : a miracle of gold and ivory work By 
my ad^ce he offered the chief pnest two talents for t. 
^BELZANOR latfalUd\ Apis the all-knowing for two talent. . 

What said the chief Priest? 

apollodorus. He invoked the mercy of Apis, and asked 

^“'bJlzIno*. There will be famine and tempest in the land 

'"p^MAN. Pooh! Why did not Apis cause 

vanquished by Achillas? Any fresh news from the war, 

'^'’a'.I^l^'doIus. The little King Ptolemy was drowned. 
belzanor. Drowned! How? 

cher;;“e"fs i'on": tl swept them into the 
^ t m-^cUr. man, this C»sar I Will he come 
•°°APol!ioSorus.' He was settling the Jewish question when 

^ ^%curO/, trun,f,U fr>m th, ..r,h and c.mm>,Un am,ng 

Xn wiforthem. Here he 

co^"”?/// ” fW/r ?» hi> f>t infr,ni of the Egyp^n /.»«]. 
belzanor \foUomng him-] Ho there I C*s.r comes 
The soldie/i Hand at attention, and dress their lines. Ap 

dorus goes to the Egyptian line. Attention 

cli^R.ON [hurrying to the gangway guard] Attentio 

there ! Czsar comes. 
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srrivf, in .uu with Rujio: Britannu, filhwing. 

Tit soldters rtctsvt htm wtth tnihusiattU shouting. 

QM 9 A%. I see my ship awaits me. The hour of Czsar^t 
ftrewcll to Eprpt has arrived. And now, Rufio, what 
remains to be done beforo I. go? 

nvno [at iij u/t hanJ] You have not yet appointed a 
Roman governor for this province. 

casAR whimsically at him, hut speaking with perfect 

gravsty] What say you to Mithridate. of Pergamos, my 
reliever and rescuer; the great son of Eupator ? 

RUPio. Why, that you will want him elsewhere. Do you 

forget that you have some three or four armies to conquer 
on your way home ? ^ 

C.S3AR. Indeed ! Well, what say you to yourself? 
auno [tnereJuUus/y-i I ! la governor ! What are you 
dreaming of? Do you not know that I am only the son of 

yff*‘li‘n‘‘ttly'\ Has not Caesar called you his son ? 
[C.//,»^ te the wheie assembly] Peace awhile there; and 

iiczT njiCa 

The rouan soldiers. Hear Casar, 

tL«SAR. Hear the service, quality, rank and name of the 
Roman governor. By service, C*sar»s shield ; by quality 

sh f't agTl " ' f 

Ay: I am C*sar', shield, 
armf w‘l1 ^ ^ longeron Caesar’s 

re receZ wVT“" ~ 

c*SAR. Where is that British Islander of mine? 
CMar*^*""*^* ess Csrsar’s right hand] Here, 

yourself into the 

b. t ie of the Delt^ uttering the barbarous cries of your 

the yourself a match for any four of 

t e Egyptians, to whom you applied unseemly epitheu ? 
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BRITANNU5. Cxw *. I aslt you to cxcusc the language that 

cicaped me in the heat of the moment. 

CJBSAR. And how did you, who cannot *wim, cross the 

canal with us when we stormed the camp? 

BRiTANKUS. Caesar : I clung to the tail of your horse. 
c/ESAR. These arc not the deeds of a slave, Britannicui, 

but of a free man. 

BRiTANWus. Caesar: I was born free, 

CASAR. But they call you Ca:sar*t slave. 

BRiTANNUS. Only as Caesar's slave have I found real 


freedom. ... « 

CJRSAR [movti/] Well said. Ungrateful that 1 am, I was 

RDOUt to set you free ; but now I will not part from you 

for a million talents. [/// c/ap; him friendly on the thoulder, 

Britannus^ gratified^ hut a trifle shamefaced^ takes hss ham 

and kisses it sheepishly]. 

BE 1 .ZANOR [to the Persian] This Roman knows how to 
make men serve him. 

PERSIAN, Ay : men too humble to become dangerous 


rivals to him. 

BELZANOR. O lubtlc onc ! O cynic. 

c«SA« ApoUodorus in the Egjftinn corner, nno 

calling to him] Apollodorus : I leave the art of Egypt in 
your charge. Remember: Rome loves art and will cn 

courage it ungrudgingly. n j - 

APOLLODORUS. I Understand, C*sar, Rome will produce 

no art itself; but it will buy up and take away whatever 


the other nations produce. 

c«sAR. What ! Rome produce no art! Is peace not an 
art^ is war not an art? is government not an art? is 
civilization not an art? All these we give you in eichanp 
for a few ornaments. You will have the best of the 
bargain. [Turning to Rufio] And now, what have 1 

to do before I embark? [Trying to “ 

something I cannot remember: what can it be. Well, 
well : it must remain undone : we must not waste this 
favorable wind. Farewell, Rufio. 
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o»t 7 or.hWd" eo to Rom. Wi^'. 

out your ihield. There ire too many daggers there 

cuisAu It matter, not : I shall finUh my life’s w;rk on 

^ *'*ve lived long enough 

Sr"; iiS ^ 

auFio {^ith a 3igf>, raising his hansU and giving Csrsar s-t 
as snsorngsi/r] Farewell. [Thsy shake hanfsl ^ ' 

'^*t<*-Yoavtng hss hand to Aftlhdorus^ Farew«ll ADolIn 

dor^ and my friends. .11 of you. Aboird^ ’ 
d'sud 7n ‘hi h s iragit. sunningiy 

r"' ■ — 

CLEOPATRA. No, 

i. -f ” > 

CLEOPATRA. No. 

CA 8 AR. For whom, then/ 

left^r*^**' ***' "hom you have 

CAK 8 AR. Rufio? 

points at him with dtadU 
own way! “P°“ *"“• *“d w‘'l do i, in hi. 
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CLEOPATRA. Not in your w»y, then ? 

CJBSAR [puzzJt^] What do you mean by my wtyf 
CLEOPATRA. Without punishmcnt. Without revenge, 

Without judgment. 1 . 

ciKSAR \apfr9vinglf\ hj : that is the n^t ^ay, the great 

way, the only possible vray in the end. [To Rajio^ Believe 

it, Rufio, if you can. . , 

RUPio. Why, I believe it, Cxsar. You have convinced 

me of it long ago. But look you. You are sailing for 

Numidia to-day. Now tell me : if you meet a hung^Iion 

there, you will not punish it for wanting to eat youf 

casar [toondering what he is driving at'\ No. 

RUFIO. Nor revenge upon it the blood of those it hat 

already eaten. 

CJBSAR. No. . 

RUFIO. Nor judge it for its guiltiness. 

CJBSAR. No. 

RUFIO. What, then, will you do to save your life from it / 
CJBSAR \prompth^ Kill it, man. without malice, just as it 

would kill me. What doei this parable of 

aurio. Why. Cleopatra had a tigress that killed men at 

her bidding. I thought she might bid ,t kill you ^ 

Well, had I not been Caesar’s pupil, what ^ 

might I not have done to that tipessl I might have 
punished it. I might have revenged Pothinus on it. 

c*sAR [murjects] Pothinus ! .... „ , , 

avno I might have judged it But I pu 

.11 these follies behind me ; an^ without malice, only cut 

its throat. And that is why Cleopatra comes to you in 

[.r^riurnr/y] He has shed the blood of my 
servant Ftatatccta. On your head be it as upon his, Caesar, 

if you hold him free of it. r w «« 

c*SAR [r»/rgr/,V.//y] On my head be it, ; for it w« 
well done. Rufio : had you set yourself in the seat of the 
judge, and with hateful ceremonies and appeals to the go^ 
handed that woman over to some hired executioner to b« 
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il»in before the people in the name of justice, never again 

would I have touched your hand without a thudder. But 

this was natural slaying : I feel no horror at it. 

satisfied^ mds at CUopatra^ mutely invitinr her t$ 
mark that, * 

CLBoi^TXA [pettish and childish in her impotence] No : not 
when a Roman slays an Egyptian. All the world will now 
see how unjust and corrupt Caesar is. 

CMSA%[taksng her hands coaxingly] Come: do not be 
angry with me. I am sorry for that poor Totateeta. [She 
laughs in spite of herself]. Aha! you are laughing. Docs 

CLEOPATRA [^ngry with her self for laughing] No, n o, NO!! 
But It IS 10 ridiculous to hear you call her Totateeta. 

CASAR. What I As much a child as ever, Cleopatra I 
tizve 1 not niaa^ a woman of you after all ? 

CLEOPATRA. Oh, it is you who arc a great baby : you 
make me seem silly because you will not behave seriously. 
But you have treated me badly; and I do not forgive you. 
CASAR. Bid me farewell. 

CLEOPATRA. I will not. 

Ro^**^ I will send you a beautiful present from 

CLEOPATRA [proudly] Bcautyfrom Rome to Egypt indeed! 
What can Rome give me that Egypt cannot give me? 
APOLLODORUS. That is truc, Csesar. If the present is 

Alexandria^ beautiful, I shall have to buy it for you in 

CASAR. You arc forgetting the treasures for which Rome 
Alc™rndrU™°^*’ friend. You cannot buy them in 

APOLLODORUS. What are they, Caesar? 

CASAR. Her sons. Come, Cleopatra : forgive me and 
bid me frrewcll ; and I will send you a man. Roman from 

foi. tk of the noblest; not old and ripe 

nit «bc heart; 

not hiding a bald head under his conqueror^s laurels ; not 
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itooped with the weight of the world on his ihouldcrt; 
' but brisk ind fresh, strong and young, hoping in the 
j morning, fighting in the day, and revelling in the evening. 
Will you take such an one in exchange for Csesar? 
CLEOPATRA \^palpitating\ His name, his name? 
c.«sAa. Shall it be Mark Antony? [She thretos herselj 

into his arms\, 

Rurio. You arc a bad hand at a bargain, mistress, if you 

will swop Caesar for Antony. 

CJBSAR. So now you are satisfied. 

CLEOPATRA. You Will not forgct. 

c^SAR. I will not forget. Farewell : I do not think we 
shall meet again. Farewell. [He kisses her on the Joreheed, 
She is much affected and begins to sniff. He embarks]. 

THE ROMAN SOLDIERS [os he sets hu foot tn the gangtaay] 

Hail, Caesar; and farewell! 

He reaches the ship and returns Rufio's wave of the hand. 
APOLLODORUS [to CUopatra] No tears, dearest Queen, 
they stab your servant to the heart. He will return some 

day. 

CLEOPATRA. I hopc not. But I cant help crying, all the 
same. [She waves her handkerchief to C^sar; and the ship 
begins to move]. 

THE ROMAN SOLDIERS [drawing their swords and raising 

them in the air] Hail, Caesar! 


NOTES TO CiESAR AND CLEOPATRA 


Cleopatra s Cure for Baldness. 


conciseness in a hurried situation I have 

made Cl^patra recommend rum. This, I am afraid, is an 

anachronism : the only real one in the play. To balance 

Jt, I give a couple of the remedies she actually believed in. 

ihey ye quoted by Galen from Cleopatra*s book on 
Cosmeuc. 


For bald patches, powder red sulphuret of arsenic and 
take It up with oak gum, as much as it will bear. Put on 
1 f*g *nd apply, having soaped the place well first. I have 
mixed the above with a foam of nitre, and it worked well,” 

Several other receipts follow, ending with: “The fol- 
lowing IS the best of all, acting for fallen hairs, when 
tpplicd with oil or pomatum; acts also for falling off of 
eyela^cs or for people getting bald all over. It is wondcr- 
tul. Uf domestic mice burnt, one part; of vine rag burnt, 
one part ; of horse’s teeth burnt, one part; of bear’s grease 
one; of deePi marrow one; of reed bark one. To be 
pounded when dry, and mixed with plenty of honey til 
>t gets the consistency of honey; then the bear’s grease and 
marrow to be mixed (when melted), the medicine to be put 
m a brass flyk, and the bald part rubbed til it sprouts.” 

Concerning these ingredients, my fellow -dramatist 
Gilbert Murray, who, as a Professor of Greek, has applied 
to classical anUquity the methods of high scholarship (my 
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own method is pure divination), writes to me at follows ; 
“ Some of this I dont understand, and possibly Galen did 
not, as he quotes your heroine*! own language. Foam of 
nitre is, I think, something like soapsuds. Reed bark is an 
odd expression. It might mean the outside membrane of 
a reed : I do not know what it ought to be called. In the 
burnt mice receipt I take it that you first mixed the solid 
powders with honey, and then added the grease, I expect 
Cleopatra preferred it because in most of the others you 
have to lacerate the skin, prick it, or rub it till it bleeds. 1 
do not know what vine rag is. I translate literally. 


Apparent Anachronisms. 

The only way to write a play which shall convey to the 
general public an impression of antiquity is to make the 
characters speak blank verse and abstain from reference to 
steam, telegraphy, or any of the material conditions of their 
existence. The more ignorant men are, the more con- 
vinced arc they that their little parish and their little 
chapel is an apex to which civilization and philosophy has 
painfully struggled up the pyramid of time from a desert 
of savagery. Savagery, they think, became barbansm ; 
barbarism became ancient civilization ; ancient cmliza- 
tion became Pauline Christianity; Pauline Christianity 
became Roman Catholicism ; Roman Catholicism became 
the Dark Ages; and the Dark Ages were finally enlightened 
by the Protestant instincts of the English race. The whole 
process is summed up as Progress with a capital P. And 
any elderly gentleman of Progressive temperament will 
testify that the improvement since he was a boy is enormous. 

Now if we count the generations of Progressive elderly 
gentlemen since, say, Plato, and add together the successive 
enormous improvements to which each of them has testified, 
it will strike us at once as an unaccountable fact that the 
world, instead of having been improved in 67 generations 
out of all recognition, presents, on the whole, a rather lew 
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dignified ■ppe»r«ncc in fbeen'e Enemy of the People than 
in Pl«o» Republic. And in truth, the period of time 
covered by history is far too short to allow of any per- 
Mptible progress in the popular sense of Evolution of the 
Human Species. The notion that there has been any such 

u than 20 centuries) is too 

absurd for discussion. All the savagery, barbarism, dark 

ages and the rest of it of which we have any record as eiist- 

ing in the past, exists at the present moment. A British 

carpenter or stonemason may point out that he gets twice 

as much money for his labor as his father did in the same 

trade, and that his suburban house, with its bath, its cottage 

piano us drawingroom suite, and its album of photographs, 

would have shamed the plainness of his grandmother’s. But 

the descendants of feudal barons, living in squalid lodgings 

on a salary of fifteen shillings a week instead of in castles 

on pnneely revenues, do not congratulate the world on 

the change. Such changes, in fact, are not to the point. 

*• >>*ck as our records go, that man 

running wild in the woods is different from man kennelled 

in a city slum ; that a dog seems to understand a shepherd 
better than a hewer of wood and drawer of water can 
understand an astronomer; and that breeding, gentle 
nurture and luxurious food and shelter will produce a kind 

'“.““O'* laborer is socially incom- 
patible. The same thing is {rue of horses and dogs. Now 
there is clearly room for great changes in the world by 
increasing the percentage of individuals who are carefully 
bred and gently nurtured, even to finally making the most 

.“n th'/Tl possibility existed 

in the days of the Hittites as much as it does today. It 

does not give the slightest real support to the common 

w’ere^i’nli’kVth'— ‘'•r contemporaries of the Hittites 
^ civilized descendants today. 

th.Arh commonplace if it were not 

‘ ‘Soorance of the past combines 
With his idealization of the present to mislead and ffatter 
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him. Our latest book on the new railway across Astn 
describes the dulness of the Siberian farmer and the 
vulgar pursepridc of the Siberian man of business without 
the least consciousness that the string of contemptuous 
instances given might have been saved by writing simply 
“Farmers and provincial plutocrats in Siberia are exactly 
what they arc in England.” The latest professor descant- 
ing on the civilization of the Western Empire in the fifth 
century feels bound to assume, in the teeth of his own 
researches, that the Christian was one sort of animal and 
the Pagan another. It might as well be assumed, as indeed 
it generally is assumed by implication, that a murder com- 
mitted with a poisoned arrow is different from a murder 
committed with a Mauser rifle. All such notions arc 
illusions. Go back to the first syllable of recorded time, 
and there you will find your Christian and your Pagan, 
your yokel and your poet, helot and hero, Don Quixote 
and Sancho, Tamino and Papageno, Newton and bushraan 
unable to count eleven, all alive and contemporaneous, 
and all convinced that they are the heirs of all the ages 
and the privileged recipients of the truth (all others dam- 
nable heresies), just as you have tliem today, flourishing in 
countries each of which is the bravest and best that ever 
sprang at Heaven’s command from out the azure main. 

Again, there is the illusion of “increased command over 
Nature,” meaning that cotton is cheap and that ten miles 
of country road on a bicycle have replaced four on foot. 
But even if man’s increased command over Nature included 
any increased command over himself (the only sort of 
command relevant to his evolution into a higher being), 
the fact remains that it is only by running away from the 
increased command over Nature to country places where 
Nature is still in primitive command over Man that he can 
recover from the cff'ccts of the smoke, the stench, the foul 
air, the overcrowding, the racket, the ugliness, the dirt 
which the cheap cotton costs us. If manufacturing activity 
means Progress, the town must be more advanced than the 
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eountiy ; and the field laboren and village artisans of 
today must be much less changed from the servants of 
Job than the proletariat of modern London from the pro- 
letariat of Caesar's Rome. Yet the cockney proletarian is 
so inferior to the village laborer that it is only by steady 
recruiting from the country that London is kept alive This 
docs not seem as if the change since Job's time were Pro- 
ress in the popular sense : quite the reverse. The common 

stock of discoveries in physics has accumulated a little : 
that 11 all. 

One more illustration. Is the Englishman prepared to 
admit that the American is his superior as a human being ? 
1 ask this question because the scarcity of labor in America 
relatively to the demand for it has led to a development of 
machinery there, and a consequent ‘Mncrcasc of command 
over Nature which makes many of our English methods 
appear almost medieval to the up-to-date Chicagoan. This 

advantage over the 
Englishman of exactly the same nature that the English- 
man has over the contemporaries of Cicero. Is the English- 
man prepared to draw the same conclusion in both cases? 

1 think not. The American, of course, will draw it cheer- 
fully; but I must then ask him whether, since a modern 
negro has a greater “command over Nature" than Wash- 

in^ r* ’ accept the conclusion, involved 

is ormer one, that humanity has progressed from 

Washington to the > negro. 

point out that if life is crowned by its 
L industrial organization and ingc- 

better worship the ant and the bee (a? 
ra ists orge us to do in our childhood), and humble 
urscives before the arrogance of the birds of Aristophanes, 
p ^ reason then for ignoring the popular conception of 
tfs Casar and Cleopatra is that there is no reason 

Progress has taken place since their 
tU if I shared the popular delusion, I do no? 

«t 1 could have made any essential difference in the 
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pity, I cm only imitate humanity ts I know ii. Nobody 
knows whether Shakespear thought that ancient A^enitn 
joiners, weavers, or bellows menders were any different 
from Elizabethan ones ; but it is quite certain that he 
could not have made them so, unless, indeed, he had 
played the literary man and made Quince say, not “Is all 
our company here f ” but “ Bottom : was not that Socrates 
that passed us at the Pir*us with Glaucon and Pole- 
marchus on his way to the house of Kcphalus?** And 

so on. 


Cleopatra. 


Cleopatra was only sixteen when Caesar went to 
Egypt; but in Egypt sixteen is a riper age than it is in 
England. The childishness I have ascribed to her, as far 
as it is childishness of character and not lack of experience, 
is not a matter of years. It may be observed in our own 
climate at the present day in many women of fifty. It is a 
mistake to suppose that the difference between wisdom and 
folly has anything to do with the difference between phy- 
sical age and physical youth. Some women are younger at 


seventy than most women at seventeen. 

It must be borne in mind, too. that Cleopatra was a 
queen, and was therefore not the typical Greek-cultured, 
educated Egyptian lady of her time. To represent her by 
any such type would be as absurd as to represent George 
IV by a type founded on the attainments of Sir Isaac 
Newton. It is true that an ordinarily well educated Alex- 
andrian girl of her time would no more have believed 
bogey stories about the Romans than the daughter of a 
modern Oxford professor would believe them about the 
Germans (though, by the way. it is possible to talk great 
nonsense at Oxford about foreigners when we are at war 
with them). But I do not feel bound to believe that 
Cleopatra was well educated. Her father, the illustrious 
Flute Blower, was not at all a parent of the Oxford pro- 
fessor type. And Cleopatra was a chip of the old block. 
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Britannus. 

P**y in manu- 

d^M* "conviction that an ancient Briton could not 

adopt thu cunou. view. It 11 true th.t the Rom.n aud 

^orlTl R “““ ‘>•''0 for • time disturbed the 

normal British Reproduced by theclimate. But Britannus 

Brhon W^'f 0"«<lu't" t=d 
Briton who fought C*sar and impressed Roman observers 

mu^ as we should expect the ancestors of Mr Podsnap 
to impress the cultivated Italians of their time. ^ 

I am told that it is not scientific to treat national char- 

d^fferen ‘ I This only shews the w^ide 

n common knowledge and the intellectual 

fto^k acRce. We have men of exactly the tame 

Briuin in I^eUnd* .f '‘“a' growing in Great 

of the most H 1*"“^ in America. The result is three 

Racbsl ‘*'“’"‘=‘.’ 5 ' “‘■•ked nationalities under the sun. 
Racial characteristics are quite another matter. The 

^T^the'^^ff ‘"""if ‘ Gentile has nothing to do 

not rac^'eTh*'""”'"’ »« local characteristics, 

I tak^k lo »n ancient Briton they woul<t 

drained urban'fi^H “ J d^foreste^ 

drained, urbanified and consequently cosmopolized i, 

Bri!i?i^*^ ^ characteristically British than C*sar’, 

And again I ask docs anyone who, in the lieht of a 
from’’:on"tem"°"‘'‘'f -tudied histy 

from contemporary documents, believe that 67 generations 

encTin'X°'hn“*"'T have made any appreciable differ- 
ence in the human fauna of these isles/ Certainly I do 
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Julius Caesac 


A* to C*5ar himself. I have purposely avoided the usual 
anachronism of going to Caesar’s books, and concluding 
that the style is the man. That is only true of authors 
who have the specific literary genius, and have practised 
long enough to attain complete self-expression in letters. 
It is not true even on these conditions in an age when 
literature is conceived as a game of style, and not as a 
vehicle of self-expression by the author. Now Caesar was 
an amateur stylist writing books of travel and campaign 
histories in a style so impersonal that the authenticity of the 
k.er volumes is disputed. They reveal some of h.s qud.t.e. 
just as the Voyage of a Naturalist Round the Work 
reveals some of Darwin’s, without expressing his private 
personality. An Englishman reading them would say that 
C*sar was a man of great common sense and good taste, 
meaning thereby a man without originality or moraJ 

“^“Tn ^hibiting Cisaras a much more various person thar. 
the historian of the Gallic wars, I hope I have not been 
too much imposed on by the dramatic illusion to which 
all great men owe part of their reputation and some the 
whole of it. I admit that reputations gained in war are 
specially questionable. Able civilians taking up the pro- 

ftssion of arms, like C*sar and Cromwell, in middle age, 
have snatched all its laurels from opponent commanders 
bred to it, apparently because capable persons engaged in 
military pursuits are so scarce that the existence of two of 
them at the same time in the same hemisphere is extreme y 
tare The capacity of any conqueror is therefore more likely 
than not to be an illusion produced by the incapacity of hii 
adversary. At all events, Caesar might have won his battles 
wiihout being wiser than Charles XII or Nelson or Joan 
of Arc, who were, like most modern self-made mill- 
iooaircs half-witted geniusc*. enjoying the worship accorded 
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by all raCM to certain iormt of insanity. But Cssar’i 
Tictorict were only advcrtisemcntt for an eminence that 
would never have become popular without them. Csesar 
it greater off the battle field than on it. Nelson off his 
quarterdeck was so quaintly out of the question that when 
his head was injured at the battle of the Nile, and his con- 
duct became for some years openly scandalous, the difference 
was not important enough to be noticed. It may, however, 
be said that peace hath her illusory reputations no less than 
war. And it is certainly true that in civil life mere capacity 
forwork — the powerof killing adozcnsccretaricsundcryou, 
so to speak, as a life-or-death courier kills horses — enables 
men with common ideas and superstitions to distance all 
competitors in the strife of political ambition. It was this 
power of work that astonished Cicero as the most prodigious 
of Caes»*8 gifts, as it astonished later observers in Napoleon 
before it wore him out. How if Cziar were nothing but 
a Nelson and a Gladstone combined ! a prodigy of vitality 
without any special quality of mind! nay, with ideas 
^at were worn out before he was born, as Nelson’s and 
Gladstone’s were! I have considered that possibility too 
and rejected it. I cannot cite all the stories about Caesar 
which seem to me to shew that he was genuinely original ; 
but let me at least point out that 1 have been careful to 
attribute nothing but originality to him. Originality gives 
s man an air of frankness, generosity, and magnanimity by 
enabling him to estimate the value of truth, money, or 
success in any particular instance quite independently of 
convention and moral generalization. He therefore will 
not, in the ordinary Treasury bench fashion, tell a lie 
which everybody knows to be a lie (and consequently 
expects him as a matter of good taste to tell). His lies 
are not found out: they pass for candors. He under- 
stands the paradox of money, and gives it away when he 

other words, when its value is least. 
Which 18 jast when a common man tries hardest to get it. 
ric knows that the real moment of succeis it not the 
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momeat apparent to the crowd. Hence, in order to pro- 
duce an impression of complete disinterestedness and 
magnanimity, he has only to act wth entire selfishness ; 
and this is perhaps the only sense in which a man can be 
said to be naturally great. It is in this sense that I have 
represented Caesar as great. Having virtue, he has no need 
of goodness. He is neither forgiving, frank, nor generous, 
because a man who is too great to resent has nothing to 
forgive ; a man who says things that other people are afraid 
to say need be no more frank than Bismarck was; and 
there is no generosity in giving things you do not want to 
people of whom you intend to make use. This distinction 
between virtue and goodness is not understood in England : 
hence the poverty of our drama in heroes. Our stage 
attempts at them are mere goody-goodies. Goodness, ip 
its popular British sense of self-denial, implies that man is 
vicious by nature, and that supreme goodness is supreme 
martyrdom. Not sharing that pious opinion, I h»ve not 
given countenance to it in any of my plays. In this I 
follow the precedent of the ancient myths, which repre- 
sent the hero as vanquishing his enemies, not in fair fight, 
but with enchanted sword, superequine horse and magical 
invulnerability, the possession of which, frorn the vulgar 
moralistic point of view, robs his exploits of any merit 

whatever. , . 

As to Cssar’s sense of humor, there is no more reason 

to assume that he lacked it than to assume that he was deaf 
or blind. It is said that on the occasion of his assassination 
by a conspiracy of moralists (it is always your moralist who 
m^akes assassination a duty, on the scaffold or off it), he 

defended himself until the good Brutus 
he exclaimed “What! you too, Brutus! and disdained 
further fight. If this be true, he must have been an incor- 
rigible comedian. But even if we waive this story, or 
accept the traditional sentimental interpretation ot it, there 
is still abundant evidence of hit lightheartedness an 
adventuroutnett. Indeed it it clear from hit whole hittory 
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that what has been called his ambition was an instinct for 
exploration. He had much more of Columbus and Franklin 
in him than of Henry V. 

However, nobody need deny Cassar a share, at least, of 
the qualities I have attributed to him. All men, much 
more Julius Caesars, possess all qualities in some degree. 
The really interesting question is whether I am right in 
assuming that the way to produce an impression of great- 
ness is by exhibiting a man, not as mortifying his nature 
by doing his duty, in the manner which our system of put- 
ting little men into great positions (not having enough 
great men in our induential families to go round) forces ui 
to inculcate, but as simply doing what he naturally wants 
to do. For this raises the question whether our world has 
not been wrong in its moral theory for the last 1,500 years 
M so. It must be a constant puzzle to many of us that the 
Chnstian era, so excellent in its intentions, should have 
been practically such a very discreditable episode in the 
history of the race. I doubt if this is altogether due to 
the vulgar and sanguinary sensationalism of our religious 
legends with their substitution of gross physical torments 
and public executions for the passion of humanity. Islam, 
mbstituang voluptuousness for torment (a merely luper- 
Dcial difference, it is true) has done no better. It may have 
been the failure of Christianity to emancipate itself from 
expiatory theories of moral responsibility, guilt, innocence, 
reward punishment, and the rest of it, that baffled its 
intention of changing the world. But these are bound up 
in all philosophies of creation as opposed to cosmism. 

1 hey may therefore be regarded as the price we pay 
for popular religion. ^ 
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SELECTIONS. 

SELECTED PASSAGES FROM THE WORKS OF BERNARD SHAW. 

Chosen by CHARLOTTE F, SHAW. With a photogravure of the Bust of Bernard Shaw by Rodin, 
AVw popular edition. The selections are drawn from all the works published up to 1914 , and to 
*oine extent from unpublished corrApondence. 
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